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Right Reverend Donald С. Barrie, M.R.E., D.D., Th.D. 


DEDICATION 
To Dr. Michael D. Marks of Elmira, New York who was the Guru 
instigator of this book 


PREFACE 


I have hesitated for many years to write this particular and 
exceedingly personal book because I have felt quite certain that after 
it was published, professional people from the nearest insane asylum 
would come and take me away in spite of all my protestations that 
I have been proven by competent authorities to be quite sane and 
normal. 

A confidant has persuaded me that I must, that even if some 
cannot accept it as the whole truth, that there will be others who 
can and will, and who need to share what I have learned and 
experienced, and who will profit greatly therefrom. 

Yet, I tremble in speculation as to the reception these most 
intimate revelations and occult practices of a side of my life which 
I have kept concealed from the conventional half, will receive, well 
aware of the sometimes violent bigotry of so many, and the fear 
which can be aroused in people when exposed to something which 
is beyond their ken. People cherish their ignorance and woe to 
him who tries to dispell it! 

However, I have made the decision and am ready to accept the 
consequences whatever they may be because I feel a duty to the 
general public who should be allowed to share in this concealed, 
ridiculously called “forbidden,” knowledge of a privileged few. 

All of us want to be fulfilled, and I, therefore, bring the means 
to do this in a healthy, normal fashion, asking for no blind belief, 
nor acceptance of a fog of ponderous confusion, or superstitious 
nonsense, but FACTS with which you can reason, or prove out for 
yourself. 

Take my hand, Friend, and let us learn the ways to the wonders 
hidden from you for so long. 

D.C.B. 


I The Hidden Half 


Later in this book I am going to tell you how it is possible to live in 
the same body for thousands of years but unless you know me to be 
a reliable person and can believe what I tell you, the invaluable 
information throughout this book will be valueless. Апа the main 
reason the book has been written is to get that valuable information 
to as many as possible, to awaken everyone to his natural heritage. 

In the past and even the present only a few have availed 
themselves of the infinite powers possible to them, and others who 
haven’t, have looked upon the few who have everything they want 
with envy and have commented, “How LUCKY they are!” 

How ignorant can you be! ANYONE сап be “LUCKY” - 
ANYONE! 

“Luck” is only blind appliance of a RELATIONSHIP of which 
you will be taught lateron. То prove this very thing, I have played 
dice with gamblers and taken their money until they wouldn’t play 
with me anymore figuring I had an “angle” they couldn’t unearth. 
IDID. IRELATED and they were helpless. If one or other of 
them had used this “relationship,” then it would have been a battle 
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indeed and the curious thing here is kaleidoscopic in the possibilities 
of which “related” would win that it would take an Einstein to 
unravel. 

But the FACT is that they lost because they believed in their 
individual egos whilst I RELATED, KNOWING that of myself I 
could possibly win, possibly not. But having related, I COULD 
NOT LOSE! 

I am going to ask again at this juncture that you have infinite 
patience with my slowness in unfolding these secrets to you. To 
put it mildly, it is a big subject and not easy, at all, to simplify. 
You will learn the science, and learn how to apply it - THAT - I 
do promise you! 

But let me introduce my bona fides. 

I, Donald Conway Barrie, do swear upon my honor that 
everything in this book is true, not exaggerated, not in any way a 
product of my imagination. 

I was born in Buffalo, New York, May 24th, 1905. І have had 
limited careers in the theatrical arts as puppeteer, on Radio, east and 
west coasts, in silent pictures, the first “Talkies,” the legitimate 
theatre playing Shakespearian and modern roles, in Grand Guignol, 
private clubs, with the German theatre of Dr. Reinhardt, and Dr. 
Hoch, the theatre of Morris Gest, minor non-singing roles on the 
stage of the old Metropolitan Opera, and with Italian opera 
companies, in vaudeville as Mind Reader and Crystal Gazer, was 
vice-president of a Texas corporation, producer and play director, 
play and scenario writer, air conditioner, fireman, prognostigator. 
Also as newsboy, bellboy, mail clerk, farmer, iceman, factory 
worker, salesman, promoter, artist in sculpture, oil, pastel, batik, 
water-color, ceramic, and objet trouver, seaman, poet, brakeman, 
detective, special agent for the United States Government, licensed 
Real Estate Broker, builder, shipfitter, burner, welder, supervisor, 
instrument mechanic, model maker, hobo, newspaper publisher, 
pantomimist, delivery boy, contractor, plumber, carpenter, artist’s 
model, inventor, drama critic, article writer, editor, manufacturer 
of cosmetics, rejuvenation expert (skin peeler), owner of an art 
gallery, restaurateur, Notary Public, President of my own North 
Carolina Corporation, published novelist, laundry and dry cleaning 
establishment owner, landlord, plus a few minor appearances in 
other fields. | Now I am happy and contented as an ordained 
Minister, Doctor of Divinity, book publisher with a mail order 
business and novel writing for children as а hobby. Also a great 


part of my life has been spent as a Union electrician which I think 
Т enjoyed more than any of the others. 

This array of careers is absolutely true, legitimate and can be 
proven. They are not listed in chronological order except for the 
last. Тһе reason I have listed these experiments in living was to 
prove that anyone can do and accomplish in any field of endeavour 
he wishes without using but only the simplest powers of the novice 
adept. 

The RELATIONSHIP necessary to BECOME and be FULFIL- 
LED is explained in detail in the following twenty-three chapters 
and I suggest that you don’t skip about but read consecutively. 
There is an important reason for this. | Without meaning to imply 
that I know more than you, still what I have to do in this book is to 
EASE a profundity into your mind so that everyone of you will be 
equal in having the ability to become what you should be. І don’t 
pretend that you can be “equal” as such a thing between anything 
or any person is impossible but in the sense of using an alchemist’s 
“stone”, so I am going to try to relate my mind with yours. 

I am going to take bits of my life experiences-experiments with 
YOU treading my inner mind, show you the way I RECEIVED and 
my part in accomplishing whatever I was after. 

The greatest difficulty you are going to have in making these 
revelations useful to you is to break down the average barrier of 
disbelief which exists in everyone including me. If only you will 
accept this fact at the start, everything is possible for all of us! 

Like you, like everybody else, we all want to be SOMEONE 
important, to be used valuably, to be recognized for what we are. 
None of us want to die a NOTHING. 

All of us recognize that the gift of life is a precious gift and should 
be used valuably. Like a man would look at his bank account, at 
seventeen, I looked at myself well aware of the fact that I had only 
a limited mind, that I couldn’t adjust to the violence of the world, 
its viciousness, its ugly patterns of ways of life, its stupidities, its 
ignorance, its ruthlessness, its moronic superstitions, the way it tears 
away the dignity of a person, the way it strikes you down if you dare 
to think individualistically and act accordingly, that you have to be 
a sheep amongst sheep to garner some of the material comforts. 
Yet, somehow, someway, I had to fit myself into it and be a part of 
it without sacrificing my integrity. 

The rites of passage are performed swiftly. The ravages of age 
come upon us and we find ourselves imprisoned in bodies from 


which the beauty of youth has deserted. There is the continuous 
agony of saying goodbye to our loves, the long dark lonely roads we 
must walk without even the benison of rain. We are born alone, 
we die alone and no one ever can truly share what we are, nor can 
we share the sacred privacy of other beings. There is the cold 
rebuff of strangers’ eyes, places of land which do not welcome us, 
the tearing loneliness of lack of love, and the unintentional, stupid 
things we do which aggravate our miseries. 

Along with this, we are confronted with the absolute sanity of the 
majesty of night, of the storm, of the flowing river, the sunset on 
strange seas, the long meadow in the warm afternoon sun, and the 
total happiness on a child’s face. 

We observe that SOMEWHERE between those extremes is a 
place for us to live. 

I found that place when I learned to RELATE to OMNI- 
POTENCE. 

Learning that secret, I stopped pitying myself, my so-limited 
mind апа RELATED. What if I didn’t have the Development of 
Self to become SOMEONE? І began the RELATIONSHIP, 
asking for a friendly spirit to use my living mind, BUT NOT TO 
POSSESS IT, and do through me what I, of myself, was not able 
to accomplish. І succeeded! 

The reason I was successful was because I learned to pray 
CORRECTLY - and I don’t mean mouthing a lot of pretty words! 

Remember that it took me a lifetime to learn and practice 
CORRECTLY what I am telling you now, so relax, take it step by 
step, and if I repeat myself, it is for a sound reason. 

We are all separate individuals and are of varying degrees of 
Development of Self which plainly means that nothing is free, that 
we only get that which we have earned. 

This is seemingly contradictory but it is not. It takes under- 
standing. We, each, create our own individual “Heaven” ог 
“Hell” and these are conditions which exist HERE and NOW. Аз 
you are a good person, you develop SELF, and as you are evil, you 
destroy SELF. It is as simple as that. 

When you learn the RELATIONSHIP you will become success- 
ful far beyond your most wishful thinking, you will have everything 
you SHOULD have, be free of disease, lack, violence, distress, 
ignorance, etc., all of these in degree to your individual degree of 
DEVELOPMENT OF SELF, certainly far beyond anything you 
are capable of now. 


REMEMBER, our greatest enemies are superstition, and СГ.О- 
SED MINDS. 

But to go on with the bona fides. І have spoken before the world 
famous Dr. Rhine and his group of parapsychologists when he was 
at Duke University in Durham, N. C. and had my ESP ability tested 
by them. А 

I have been thoroughly tested by two psychiatrists who have 
found me “normal”. I do not hallucinate, am not a wishful 
thinker, nor a liar, am of temperate habits, healthy in mind and body 
and approach life with a robust sense of humor. І ат honorable, 
ethical, moral, and live by high standards, am free of hatred of any 
kind. I belong to two fraternal organizations both of which 
thoroughly investigate you and which demand the highest moral and 
ethical standards. І tell you this so that you will not believe me 
insane when I show you how it is possible for some to live thousands 
of years in the same body. 

I have spent my entire life from early childhood in the study of 
metaphysics, the Eastern Philosophy which I practice in, ESP, PSI 
cognition and phenomena, PK and all such kindred subjects, besides 
which I was born a natural “sensitive” аз my mother before me and 
her mother, etc. 

When I was a child I could sit beside another and carry on a 
conservation until suddenly the person next to me would say in 
alarm, “But I didn’t voice my thoughts!’ And then in anger, “You 
were reading my mind!”, and I had lost another friend most times 
made an enemy because the person believed that I was in league with 
Satan. People believe in evil so easily, and find it almost 
impossible to believe in GOOD! Or that GOOD can come from 
GOOD ALONE! | 

I finally learned to listen for the voice sound before I spoke in 
return. 

I was at a Masonic Fair in East Hampton, L.I., N.Y. (the 
“Bonnick”), with an Italian friend. We stood before a concession 
raffling geese. Jokingly, he asked me what number would win. 
A chill of absolute knowledge went through my mind. Ашо- 
matically, I answered, “Twenty-five.” , 

He walled his eyes at me and put one hand behind his Баск. І 
knew what he was doing. He was closing the ring, middle and 
index fingers into the palm of his hand, making rigid the thumb and 
little finger which is the “Sign of the Horns” and is used to ward off 
the “evil eye.” 


He played two other numbers but twenty-five won. Not only 
won, but the leather finger above the pegged wheel stopped it at 
twenty-five star which meant that you got two geese instead of one. 
He wouldn’t have any part of me after that. He’d turn the other 
way, when he’d see me coming, and run! 

How easy for some poor benighted minds to believe that evil is 
the only source of success! It is such senseless thinking. 

During my school days, I never had to study at all because when 
a question was asked, the answer was there in my mind. І had 
gotten it from the questioner. But when а long column of figures 
was put on the blackboard and we were asked to add them mentally 
and even the teacher didn’t know the answer, still I could write the 
answer immediately. 

There were some who considered me a genius, but actually I was 
an exceedingly ignorant person with a gift if one could call it that. 
Actually, it was a curse because while I knew the answers, it was 
only temporary knowledge, gone out of my mind immediately it had 
served its purpose. І was using natural powers of which I was 
unaware and certainly didn’t know how to control. І thought 
everyone else was like I was mentally. І didn’t even question it. 
I had no reason. But then I learned what was taking place and 
how to turn it on and off at will. 

I shouldn’t say it about myself as there are only too many eager 
and ready to run you down, “little” minds raise themselves in their 
own estimation by this evil method, but the fact remains the fact 
that I am not overburdened with brains. І hate to say this about 
myself, I wish it were otherwise, but that is the way it is and I state 
it for the reason that a human doesn’t have to be an intellectual giant 
to rise to an important position in whatever field he chooses. 

You may protest that it takes brains to become a Real Estate 
Broker, to pass the lengthy test necessary to get a state license, that 
I am being unduly modest when many who had taken a four year 
college course in the subject could not pass the test while I romped 
through it in less than half the time allowed. (State of California 
Broker). 

And also, you may protest that it takes a high grade of intelligence 
and creative ability to write a novel good enough to be published by 
the ancient and honorable and prestige firm of Lothrop, Lee & 
Shepard, Inc. of New York City, and to have the MacDowell 
Foundation offer you “haven,” which is almost equivalent in my 
opinion to a Pulitzer Award, because of the artistry of that work. 


I have been offered this award TWICE. | 

True, I read up for а few days in advance about real estate while 
performing a certain “relationship” about which I will explain later 
in this book. Needless to say, it wasn’t through my conscious 
mind that I passed this test but through my INTEGRATED mind. 

And about my novel, PHOEBE AND THE _MACFAIRLIE 
MYSTERY, this was written by the long dead Sir James Barrie, 
author of DEAR BRUTUS, PETER PAN, etc. THROUGH me. 
All I did was copy down the words as he dictated them in my 
mind. 

So it has been with everything I have attempted. І have never 
done anything of myself but through “relating to the WHOLE, 
using the limitless power in which we are immersed. Jn my earliest 
days of life I used it without knowing what I was doing. Then I 
learned what it was and how to use it scientifically and that is what 
I am going to teach YOU, and there is NO ONE who reads this, 
unless he be evil, who cannot do the same. | 

Whether you accept Jesus as the embodiment of Omnipotence or 
not, history does record this Man’s miracles of which this Man said 
two things, “YOU, even as I,” and “NOT OF MYSELF, but of the 

ather.” 

е I have less ability personally that the least skilled of laborers. All 
I have been able to perform and create in the fields in which I have 
experimented has come THROUGH me, not as a result of a skill or 
discipline instilled into my conscious mind. AND, I have used 
only CASUALLY a tiny portion of the powers available to all as I 
am too self-indulgent and lazy to perform the exceeding exacting 
“six months purification,” besides I have everything I need or want. 

Many people reading this will conclude that I am some kind of a 
nut, a guy with a lot of natural ability but with a distorted sense of 
modesty. І сап only PITY those who may. As роо”, despairing 
Jesus said, “ОН YE LITTLE FAITHS!” | 

The Infinite Force is there for everyone and anyone to се Crain, 
PROVIDING НЕ BE NOT EVIL), use as perhaps the “Beatles 
have and do, (perhaps not consciously), and it is SHEER STUPID- 
ITY ALONE which prevents ANY individual from realizing his full 
potential which is limitless! р р 

When I look at humanity, I cannot help commenting, without 
snobbery, upon the incredible ignorance of the masses of people who 
have READY in their hands limitless power to do or BE anything 
and who are too dense mentally to see and use it. 
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“You can lead a horse to water, but you CAN’T make him drink!” 
ALAS! 

I have had numerous psychic experiences and if you will read my 
revelation-realization of what “GOD” is and “DEATH?” is, you will 
know, that at the least, that I KNOW, beyond the shadow of any 
doubt, that the life of the spirit is eternal, that psychic phenomena 
is as natural a thing as the sun rising, that infinite power is available 
for every-one to use as and when he will. 

Тат not afraid of ghosts because I know that they are as alive as І 
am. Тһе only difference between us is that I have a body and they 
don’t. Аз the great Е. О. В. said, “All we have to fear is fear itself.” 

If you can control the fear force, you need fear no ghost. 

One last word before I close this introductory communication. І 
have the knowledge of the Advanced Adept and I could put it all 
here if it would serve any good purpose but this book is meant for 
the masses who have never contacted the knowledge contained 
herein before. What I reveal in this book has been simplified so 
that all and any may understand and use RIGHT NOW and not 
instead, get lost in a maze of profundity and imponderables of which 
the average person is incapable of handling. 

If the average man were given copies of the 6th, 7th and 8th Books 
of Moses, The Key of Solomon the King, the Quabalah, Abra 
Merlin’s knowledge, or other explanations of the GOOD sciences of 
Being, while he would be astounded that such extraordinary powers 
are possible, he would not be able to use them as they are too 
profound, too complex, can be devastingly dangerous, and the 
disciplines almost impossible to the ordinary person. They were 
written for the Advanced Adept, the scholar, the pedant, not for the 
novice, the average layman. 

Of what use is it to read a lot of thrilling knowledge if the 
possibilities cannot be put into IMMEDIATE practice, if EVERY- 
ONE cannot use them IMMEDIATELY? 

It is like church creeds, so confused, everyone with his own 
explanation, that no one can PRACTICE because he is too involved 
in INTERPRETATION to the point where blind faith is necessary 
and THAT impossible to almost everyone who dislikes fumbling in 
the darkness so that the bewildered turn away completely and in 
disgust, cry, “God is dead!” 

This BIBLE OF THE UNDEAD requires no interpretation 
because it states plain facts which can be put into practice 
immediately without any vague “pie in the sky” mumbo jumbo, пог 
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does и need BLIND FAITH. That is WHAT YOU MUST NOT 
DO with the knowledge contained in this book. You must do what 
you have to do with FULL CONSCIOUS AWARENESS OF 
WHAT, WHY and HOW. All you have to do is to read and DO. 
Any child can practice this totally good science without harm and 
with as much effect as any adult and get positive results NOW. 

When you have mastered the HOW-TO-DO-ITS in this BIBLE 
OF THE UNDEAD, you will then be sufficiently capable and 
cautious to go on into the more advanced areas of the science. 

To the so-called “sophisticated”, which as we know means 
corruption of the reason, this is по parlor game. Leave your sneers 
and doubts and enter the use of this knowledge into your life. 
Believe me IT DOES WORK. Of that I assure you on my honor. 
Do not cheat yourself of the incalculable benefits which you may 
have by sincere practice. 

May God guide you and hold His hand over you. 


II Factual Proof That God Exists 


A much better name than “God” would be Om for Omnipotence. 

The word “God” has been so abused through ignorance down 
through the ages that I can understand why some bewildered 
persons say, “God is dead”. 

With most people, even some deeply devout, the conception of 
God is at the level of superstition. Мапу wishful thinkers, people 
who won’t take time to uncover the facts, only give lip service and 
actually have no belief at all. There was that devout, pitiful Jesuit, 
eighty-two years old who got up into the pulpit at an eleven o’clock 
mass in a church on Park Avenue in New York City to give his 
sermon and instead burst into tears and cried in a loud moan of 
anguish, “Oh that I had the faith of a Siberian peasant!” 

I knew an exceedingly worthy man who spent his whole life in 
good works for disadvantaged children especially. He was in an 
Albany, М. У. hospital dying. Не confessed that he had lost all 
faith in the existence of a God as a certain hospital chaplain can 
attest. Не told me that the vague “something” he had always tried 
to believe existed, just couldn’t, that the blurry conception of God 
as presented to him by his church didn’t make sense. The very 
priest who should have been able to help him asked me to comfort 
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the man and help him refind his faith even though I pointed out 
that it was like one of the doctors asking me to perform an 
appendectomy because the doctor wasn’t certain of the technique. 
I did my best but the man was in such an advanced stage of hysteria 
by that time that I couldn’t reach him. 

Some of the priests, rabbis and ministers to whom I have talked 
were realistic and honest enough to admit that they were failing at 
their jobs of instilling faith in their people. When I would point 
out why, they would shake their heads, “You can’t tell people about 
these things,” they would say, “уои can’t change their minds about 
what has been handed down from their parents, and in any case, the 
church would not allow any change. Besides people simply do not 
want to talk about the subject. What they have learned as 
children, they will stay with all their lives. Even when they do not 
come to church any more they don’t want to talk about the subject 
of God. 

To those who do come to church, secretly in their minds, it is like 
believing in the “Easter Виппу”, a childish thing which they have 
tolerated because as they argue to themselves, “Who knows 
everything? Maybe I’m wrong not to be able to believe. So 
many people go to church for social reasons, a nice place to show 
off your new clothes. It’s a friendly thing. It helps my business. 
Why should I knock it? And who knows for certain, maybe God 
does exist after all.” 

And these men of the “cloth” would add, “Religion for most is 
strictly emotional. It is a refuge from fear. If it weren’t for the 
fact of death and disease they would abandon it altogether.” 

That is what so many of these men who have devoted their lives 
to religion have told me. І never showed my pity for them. 

Now isn’t that a tragic state of things? PARTICULARLY 
WHEN AWARENESS OF GOD IS ABSOLUTELY NECES- 
SARY IF A HUMAN EVER HOPES TO DEVELOP, NOT JUST 
SPIRITUALLY, BUT PHYSICALLY AND MATERIALLY. 
To escape disease, material lack, violence, overcome his weaknesses. 
THIS CAN BE DONE ONLY ONE WAY and that by and through 
the individual’s RELATIONSHIP with GOD. This is no bunk. 
This is absolute FACT. And THERE IS NO OTHER WAY! 

You may ignore NECESSARY spiritual development if you want 
to, but you will NEVER ESCAPE FROM BEING WHAT YOU 
ARE NOW UNTIL YOU ARE ABLE TO BECOME one IN 
GOD. This is a CONCRETE fact! 
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Who and what is God? How can we know for certain that He 
exists? 

First, I would like to tell you, if you do not already know, that it 
is easier for the human mind to accept a complex concept than a 
simple one, easier to understand and digest. We shrug away the 
obvious and search endlessly for the secret, the hidden, the involved. 
All the sages down through the ages have bemoaned this fact. 
Actually, PROOF of a highly developed mentality is one which can 
readily understand, absorb, and USE the OBVIOUS. 

How many times have you heard, “It was right there, under my 
very nose, all the time!’’? 

A child is actually more intelligent than the average adult because 
he is able to see the simple in simple terms. Generally he loses 
this clarity of mind, along with the correct, natural way to breathe 
at about eleven years of age. 

It has never been difficult for me to convince a child that God 
actually does exist and to make that belief an integral part of the 
child’s life but in contrast to the adult! Even armor-piercing 
bullets cannot penetrate the stubborn ignorance of that one who 
clings with a drowning man’s desperation to blindly accepted 
notions of God, even when that belief is built on sand and the person 
KNOWS и. As a comedian once said, “Don’t confuse my 
thinking with the facts!” 

Now – to the facts! 

The atheist argues that everything in the universe is the result of 
blind chance, that things as we know them just happen. This was 
here. That was there. They got together and as a result Such 
came about. Yet the same man will acknowledge that there are 
laws governing chance. He’ll speak about the laws of Nature, the 
laws of the atom, the laws of everything that repeats in definite 
similar pattern over and over again. 

BUT WHOSE LAWS ARE THESE? WHO made them? 
Are they Man’s laws? То paraphrase, the philosopher, Where 
there is effect, there is cause, and effect is directly traceable to some 
CAUSE. 

When anything repeats itself over and over again in the same 
pattern, not once, not thrice, but billions of times, we KNOW that 
this has not come about through blind chance, but is a LAW in 
operation. Every mathematician, every scientist knows it. It is 
irrefutable fact #1. 

The word “Law” in its utmost simplification means a “Кше of 
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conduct”. Rules just don’t HAPPEN. They have to be designed 
by someone. Someone not only has to make them, but to 
ENFORCE them too. 

Beyond the possibility of chance, grass grows in the billion of 
blades each season, repeating its pattern. Man can plant grass seed 
but he cannot create the germ of life which is in it, which causes it 
to grow. Now here is a “rule of conduct” in operation. We say 
it is one of the laws of Nature. Who and what is “Nature”? 

The human being, minerals, fish, animals, trees, fruit, nuts, etc. 
ad infinitum are reproduced over and over in numbers beyond 
counting, beyond the remotest possibility for the most dense 
mentally to assume that their particular patterns come about by 
chance. 

Here are laws in operation. WHOSE? 

Can ANY man do this? Is any man responsible for the “life” 
which made these creations possible? 

The exquisite order of our universe, our galaxy of the Milky Way, 
the constellation of Andromeda, the Whirlpool galaxy, from a galaxy 
down to a tiny atom certainly proves beyond the shadow of any 
doubt that some “intelligence” GREATER THAN OURS is holding 
these things into their individual patterns. An Intelligence that 
has made laws which we find good (constructive), not evil 
(destructive). Мап can’t, hasn’t and doesn’t. Не DOES create 
evil and destroys and he makes laws about this which he is unable 
to enforce. 

HOW then can any intelligent many deny the existence of a 
superior being, another obviously superior to himself? 

“But I can’t talk to Him. І can’t see Him. І can’t feel Him. 
If He is everywhere, why doesn’t he show Himself?” 

This is the big fat ego of man speaking. 

Can you look into the sun with naked eyes and not be blinded? 

Try to realize that this superior being is more potent than the 
material sun, beyond conception by a human brain, that the 
exceedingly immature, animal mind of man would be blasted utterly 
if such a conception were vouchsafed to it. Сап а single molecule 
of my physical body possibly see and know what my whole body is? 

You can’t see electricity but you can feel it. | You can use it and 
you know that it is there. Our ancestors would run screaming 
from a radio, terrified, faint, go into convulsions and scream that 
Satan was walking the world. People would kill themselves, fling 
themselves off cliffs, anything to escape from what they could not 
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understand. And that’s just a little RADIO! What would those 
people do if they were shown men walking on the moon? They 
would burn the astronauts at the stake the moment they could lay 
their hands upon them screaming that they were evil, creatures of 
the Devil. Someone said, “Magic is only science іп its infancy.” 

Omnipotence is the greatest scientist of all. 

You cannot see God as He is but you can see his LAWS in 
operation, you can feel the result of those laws, you can talk to a 
result of His law, another human being, and you can RELATE with 
Him. In doing so you will KNOW that He is here about you in 
everything, in YOU, that you are HE, a part at least, and anything 
you want is available to you as a result of this fact. 

Almost all religions teach that God is everywhere. EVERY- 
WHERE! While this is true of everything governed by God’s 
laws, the confusion these religious promulgate lies in a further 
teaching that man is made іп the likeness of God. This is partly 
false. 

Man with his inflated egotistical thinking, arrogates to himself 
that his BODY and HIS body alone is made in the likeness of God. 
Is God a black, a yellow, a red, a female? 

This conception is obviously totally false. 

NO MATERIAL THING IS A LIKENESS OF GOD. Itis 
only the SPIRIT OF EVERYTHING that is the likeness of God. 

THE BODY AND ALL THINGS ARE THE RESULT OF 
GOD’S LAWS, the RESULT, not the IMAGE, excluding evil 
which is solely man created. 

The greatest knowledge is AWARENESS of God within and 
without you. Тота] fulfillment of life is obtained by the use of the 
God-Force and through NOTHING ELSE. You are shown іп 
these pages how you can use it. You have no excuse for lack of 
fulfillment because there is no lack in God and YOU ARE IN GOD 
ETERNALLY, NOW and FOREVER. You have only to relate 
your individuality to the WHOLE INDIVIDUALITY and picture 
what you want to happen - HAPPENING. 


Ш What Life Is, What The Spirit Is, 
What Faith Is 


The basis of all matter, of the very air we breathe, is vibration, 
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harmonic patterns of same and the harmonic relationship between. 
Any galaxy is a complete exposition of the prime source of life and 
divine law. Everywhere about you are all the answers to all 
questions you may ever have concerning the past, present and 
future, what you are, where you came from, WHY you are, where 
you MAY go, life, death and eternity. You have only to have 
patience like the beautiful patience of the Japanese, along with sim- 
plicity of mind to see the answers which are everywhere about you. 

Now it would seem that vibration, per se, could not exist unless 
there were something to vibrate but that is not true. Vibration is 
a thing of itself and must be understood as such. 

As the beat is to the heart, so Vibration is to all creation and is 
the reason for all and any kind of life manifested. 

The patterns of Vibration change, modify, increase, decrease, and 
relax but never cease to be. They are eternal and all are related 
to the Infinite Pattern of Vibration as each molecule of one’s body, 
together, make the whole body. 

I had to die to discover this. The story of my death and 
renascence is told elsewhere in this book. 

Your major purpose in life is to become more than what you were, 
by using life experience CONSTRUCTIVELY. You must live 
your life constructively, be ethical, moral, and try to maintain the 
highest standards of decency in your relationship to all other forms 
of life, to humans, animals, plants, everything. 

Evil is a way of regression. Good is a way of progression. 
Nothing in life is free in the sense that as you deal so shall you be 
dealt with. Everything you need is instantly available. Many 
people say this but they do not tell you HOW! it can be made 
available. Here is one example of HOW from my own life, and І 
am going to teach you through the use of EFFICACIOUS PRAYER 
how to do EXACTLY THE SAME THING. Itis VERY, VERY 
simple. 

I was out in Jackson Heights, Long Island, New York having 
dinner with a dear friend, a poetess, back in 1938. We had 
forgotten to turn on the radio to catch Jack Benny’s comedy 
program. 

The poetess said, “In this day of scientific development you’d 
think there would be some kind of gadget that would turn a radio 
on, and tune it to a preselected station automatically. 

“That’s a good idea,” I told her. “ГИ go home and work one 
out.” 
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I went home, sat before a table with pencil and paper, then 
concentrated by sensing into the right rear part of my brain reaching 
above this into “devachan”, putting the request into that part of my 
superconscious. Instantly, as a picture on the face of a TV tube, 
in my conscious mind appeared a complete schematic drawing of 
such a device. I merely copied the drawing on the paper before 
те. 
This is Patent #2172492 granted me by the United States Patent 
Office the twelfth day of September 1939 called CONTROL 
MECHANISM FOR ELECTRIC CIRCUITS. It was early 
automation. 

Just recently I needed а house. І have never saved a dime in 
my Ше. When I need something, I pray for it and I get it. My 
entire wordly wealth at the moment І found the place I wanted was 
forty dollars. I am writing this in that house which is now mine. 
There was another person who also wanted the house badly, but he 
not only didn’t know how to pray but he had infinite contempt for 
those who did. 

Т had an elderly friend in Los Angeles, a darling person. She 
was seventy-two years old, an Adept, and felt that the state of 
poverty had nothing more to teach her, so she promptly “demons- 
trated” the entire side of a city block of apartment houses. 

Please believe me, this is no lie nor an exaggeration as fantastic as 
it may sound to you. There are so many who doubt so readily, 
those who have INFINITE faith and belief in FAILURE, LACK, 
AND DISEASE and none at all that everyone can have everything 
he SHOULD have. When I come across people like that as I often 
do, I think of Jesus and the agony of mind such people must have 
caused Him. “Oh, ye little faiths!”, “And why take ye thought 
for raiment? Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they 
toil not, neither do they spin, etc.” 

You should have no disease, no lack of anything you need to grow 
spiritually. There is no excuse for such at all except the body’s 
ego, doubt, and incorrect praying. 

I will go a little deeper into this, here, because I know that it is 
difficult for some to understand clearly. 

You are aware of joy because you know pain, night because day 
exists, male-female, positive-negative, war-peace, etc, but when it 
comes to “oneness,” this, I do agree, is difficult to understand 
because we spend the time of earthly awareness contemplating, 
reasoning, and judging in comparative terms so that when we are 
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faced with the necessary discipline of becoming ONE with our 
individual part of OMNIPOTENCE (the superconscious mind), we 
flounder. 

Oneness is a state of being to which there is no comparative. И 
is the resolution of all comparatives into oneness. Sounds difficult 
to comprehend but it can be achieved through practice (praying 
correctly) which disciplines the conscious mind to unite into SELF. 
“SELF” being, of course, completed unification of the body, 
conscious mind and the superconscious mind. 

Remember that there is no such thing as an unconscious, nor a 
subconscious mind. You have heard that incorrect statement for 
so many years that you have come to accept it, and it has only added 
to the confusion in your mind. Even though many renowned 
persons of authority say such, that doesn’t make it right. DUMP 
THAT THINKING OUT OF YOUR MIND NOW! That, along 
with other statements such as the world is flat, that if God wanted 
man to fly He would have given him wings, that GOD is a GOD of 
VENGEANCE, HATING, SENSELESSLY CRUEL AND UN- 
FORGIVING, A SADIST OF THE FIRST WATER, and other 
senseless trash like that. Okay? 

There are only two divisions of the mind, the conscious mind and 
the other, the superconscious. One is the mind of the body, the 
other, the mind of the spirit. Your problem is to unite these two. 
You do so with the act of proper prayer. The conscious 
MUST become AWARE of the superconscious. This is “spiritual 
rebirth” because when you achieve this state, you RELATE to 
Omnipotence. 

Through correct prayer (see EFFICACIOUS PRAYER) you can 
get anything you NEED. No human really starts to live until he 
is able to perform this relationship. But you have to work a little 
to achieve it. You will know when the unification has been made 
by the feeling of tremendous joy which will fill your whole being, 
and the abrupt change for the better in your fortunes, your health, 
in your whole life pattern. І guarantee that you will KNOW. 

Some people try to achieve a state of oneness by the use of 
hypnosis which is merely artificially created concentration, nothing 
more. There is nothing wrong with the use of hypnosis BUT DO 
NOT USE IT WHILE TRYING TO ACHIEVE ANY OF THE 
DISCIPLINES. І won’t go into the lengthy explanation of Why 
Not? – just DON’T! 

A lot of nonsensical mystery has surrounded the use of hypnosis 
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since Mesmer’s first experiments. Тһе weaker the conscious 
brain’s capacity, the easier it comes under hypnosis as can be 
demonstrated with any fowl. You hold a chicken with its head to 
the ground and draw a line from its beak outward and Presto! it is 
under hypnosis, or you make a purring sound to baby chicks and 
they freeze. With humans, you combine the two in various forms 
and the mind is stilled from distraction. 

Always remember that your individual spirit, your superconscious 
mind, the microcosm, is a direct reflection of the macrocosm, the 
INFINITE SPIRIT. And, as the macrocosm is perfection, all 
infinite power, so, on YOUR scale, YOU are! 

The most important thing for you to achieve is “faith”. NOW 
WHAT EXACTLY IS “FAITH”? Is и BLIND belief? 
BLIND acceptance of what you are told is truth? NO! A 
thousand times NO! It is not! 

Faith is AWARENESS of actual truth. Emerson said, “Truth, 
each heart vibrates to that iron string.” EVERYONE, no matter 
what his level of intelligence or lack of it, KNOWS when a thing is 
“right” or a thing is “wrong”. I have put those words in quotes 
because they are far more than WORDS in the mind, they are DEEP 
FEELINGS native to EVERYONE. This feeling comes from the 
center of balance, from the corpus striatum of the brain. These 
judgments are seemingly instinctive. Actually they have become 
qualified by the kind of person you are. They can be both pure 
and clouded. They can never be wrong however no matter how 
you choose to interpret them. Guide your thinking and actions by 
this balance which is responsive to the Harmony of the Whole. 

I DO NOT MEAN the random thoughts which go through 
everyone’s mind, like the fellow when asked why he had chopped 
his mother up into little bits (and this actually happened) with his 
hatchet, replied, “Нег number came up іп my mind. І couldn’t 
do anything about it. I HAD to chop her up!” 

All of us have kinds of aberrations, small, passionate, violent, 
compulsive, etc. like a lot of bugs crawling across the ground. 
Ignore them and don’t WORRY! as there is no such animal as а 
“normal” person. The conscious mind is an animal matter, and 
just like your ear itches for no reason, so does the mind with stray 
thinking which seems to have no sense and doesn’t. 

The conscious mind has to be organized, disciplined, cleaned just 
as if it were a dirty room which you go at with broom and mop and 
disinfectants, and good soap suds. The best practical way to start 
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this cleaning is to go someplace where you сап be ALONE. Lock 
the door. Tell people that it is important that you are not 
bothered. Get some paper and a pencil and write down everything 
which comes into your mind without any order, capitals, never mind 
the spelling, the periods, but do try to write clearly so that it may 
all be read back. 

This is called “flow of consciousness”. Don’t hesitate to write 
filth, swear words, hatred, ANYTHING that comes into your mind, 
EVERYTHING - WRITE! 

When you have covered one page, read it back silently to yourself, 
and be honest, read it with satisfaction, and do not shudder that you 
have a cesspool of amind. ALL OF US DO! 

What you put on that paper is OUT (OUT) OUT! of your mind 
as if you had defacated and when you read it back you are flushing 
it down the drain. FOREVER! 

WHAT IS ON THAT PAPER IS OUT OF YOUR MIND like 
the feces out of the intestines. If you write words of hate, crazy 
sex, loathsome symbols - GOOD! Write them without hesitation 
UNRESTRAINED. Write in this way until you feel strong, 
CLEAN! and then burn, tear up, flush down the commode all of 
your writing. NEVER! EVER! LET ANYONE SEE WHAT 
YOU HAVE WRITTEN FOR WHATEVER REASON. ТНІЅ 
IS VITALLY IMPORTANT. Апа never fail to destroy your 
writing the moment you have finished and have read them back 
ONCE. DO NOT ри them aside to study or question later. Do 
this EXACTLY as I tell you to do it and don’t improvise or add any 
of your own ideas. Just write, read ONCE and destroy. Okay? 

Basically, we are animals and have ingrained atavistic instincts. 
We, in conscious awareness, are not highly advanced here in this 
“Border” world. In this custom house between two totally 
different states of being possible tous. Our best SELVES are part 
animal, part “being”. Our job is to pull ourselves out of this mire 
through continuing discipline until it is impossible for the animal 
tendencies to have expression in us. Such tendencies as rapacious- 
ness, hatred, lust, envy, greed, ruthlessness, contempt, cruelty, 
selfishness, envy, etc. 

No action upon our parts should be motivated by other than love, 
respect, tolerance, empathy, sympathy, kindness, etc. for not only 
everyone but for EVERYTHING. 

Now, if you feel any “truth” is wrong, or you feel it isn’t entirely 
“right”, then DUMP IT without a moment’s quibble. Ву being 
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totally honest with your scale of thinking, by not giving lip service 
to superstition, you will grow. What matter if you make 
misjudgments? What you think is YOU at that stage of your 
development. Know this! You will correct. any mistakes 
automatically as you grow into becoming ONE. 

Being selective in what you can accept is far better than stuffing 
your mind with a lot of indigestible ideas of which you are ashamed 
deep down because that part of you which abhors error, per se, will 
nudge these ideas with contempt until you have to give them up. 
Accept ideas only if you can in COMPLETE HONESTY TO 
YOURSELF. YOU and YOU alone are all that matters. 

Now, one thing and an exceedingly important thing you HAVE 
TO LEARN is to ACCEPT YOURSELF WITHOUT CRITICISM 
OR NEGATIVE COMMENT. 

“Criticism or negative comment” means belief in self-failure, 
doubt in the efficacy of what you are doing when you feel you are 
right. You must eliminate ALL NEGATIVE THINKING. For 
an example, how many times have you said the following, or made 
similar comments? 

“That’s the kind of thing that always happens to МЕ!”, “Тһе road 
can be empty for miles, but when I get to a curve, you may be certain 
that another car will be there!” “See? Itold you! I ALWAYS 
put my foot in it!” “WHO gets the blame when anything goes 
wrong? МЕ, naturally!” “You may be certain that Murphy’s 
law will take place, that the WORST will happen ALWAYS!” “И 
I put on this new garment, it will be certain to rain!” Etcetera ad 
nauseaum. 

Rid yourself ENTIRELY of this most destructive way of 
thinking! Take a bit of your pleasure money and give it to charity 
every single time you catch yourself mouthing one of these forms of 
self-destruction. IF YOU HAVE FAITH IN GOD, THEN IT IS 
SENSELESS NOT TO HAVE FAITH IN YOURSELF! 

Now, pay particular attention to the following because it is a most 
important truth. 

DON’T YOU EVER BE AFRAID OF GOD! YOU area truly 
loved one! 

DO NOT BELIEVE any of the horrible things the misguided and 
the bigots, those who cannot conceive any state in which hatred, 
pain, and punishment do not exist. God is NOT a God of 
Vengeance. Those who would have you believe so have created a 
God in THEIR image and with sadistic thrill picture a “Hell”, and 
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THEY marching up to glory while the sinners get their behinds 
stuck with pitchforks. Jesus called these people “whited sepul- 
chers”, and Shakespeare, “Like the goodly apple but rotten at the 
heart!” 

The strangest thing to me is that they believe this nonsense with 
a rock-like conviction. Like the woman in Los Angeles as reported 
in the newspapers telling about the earthquake there and she 
running out into the street shouting, “Here I am God! Here I am! 
Pm a Presbyterian!” 

The Roman Catholics believe that even if a man is good his whole 
life long, even if a veritable saint, he hasn’t the tiniest chance of 
getting into “Heaven” if he hadn’t been a Catholic. He is supposed 
to be confined for eternity in a dismal gray place called “Limbo.” 
That he won’t go to “Hell”, but he will never see the face of God. 
This because he didn’t belong to the only “TRUE” church. 

Then the “Hell Fire and Damnation” Baptists, eternal damnation 
for unbaptized babies. How senselessly cruel can you get! 

And the Kirk of the Scots, “Snares, Fire and Brimstone, furious 
storms on sinners He shall rage!” they shout with un-adulterated 
glee, loving the thought of the pain and anguish of others while they 
munch on cheese-flavoured manna adjusting their wings comfort- 
ably next to THEIR God. 

And in the name of the gentlest lover of all time, Jesus, the 
KIND, the GENTLE, the PATIENT, they put on the Inquisition, 
tore off women’s breasts, fried people, crushed them to death, boiled 
them, cracked their bones and melted them with hot lead, drove 
them mad. THIS in the name of JESUS! And the Crusades! 
Slaughtering hundreds of thousands of men, women and children in 
the name of Jesus, The Holy War, ostensibly searching for the Holy 
Grail, the cup from which Jesus drank at the last Passover Supper. 

And there is so much more of this “Holy Love”, but why say it? 
You know it, and if THEY want to cling to that evil heritage, then 
that is THEIR privilege. 

You must rid yourself of ALL hate, and especially SELF- 
HATRED. The only one you need ever fear is YOURSELF. 
Never give in to a thought of failure. Walk proudly and without 
fear. There is no need for fear in your life. You are SAFE in 
God! 

Respect and love all others, in the impersonal sense of course; you 
don’t have to embrace the nearest bum! 

Dirt, of the body, of your surroundings, disorder of any kind, use 
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of drugs, overuse of alcohol, tobacco, ice cream, candy, food, sex, 
violence, lack of respect for the rights and dignity of ANY OTHER; 
these are wrong (destructive to YOU), but don’t become fanatical 
about it. There is such a thing as clean dirt, orderly disorder, and 
the need to defend one’s person or home, etc. 

MAINTAIN A BALANCE - BALANCE in the corpus striatum 
and PROJECTED INTO ONE’S LIFE IS VITALLY IMPOR- 
TANT TO YOU. 

Use your common sense. 

The great Methodist minister and Mason, Edward Taylor, 
“Father” Taylor, 1793-1871 said to another minister who preached 
the dogma of infant damnation, “It’s no use, brother, preaching 
sermons like that, because if what you say could be true, your God 
would be my devil.” 


IV What Death Is 


People are confronted with the possibility of death every moment of 
their lives. | Most of them simply ignore what they consider the 
inevitable but hidden in their minds is the fear of it. 

Except for a few, no one accepts death in the right spirit. The 
average individual has associated his continuous and eternal aware- 
ness with the life of his body and therefore clings tenaciously to the 
body image. | 

Man has not yet learned to accept the fact that the body is merely 
a convenience so that through its manipulation and use he will be 
able to develop his SELF beyond what it was. 

The spirit is like the driver of an automobile, the auto represent- 
ing the body, the soul being the personality of the car. 

When the body ceases the function, it is reduced. The soul goes 
on to its limited but forever recorded life, and the spirit is free again 
to go on to its next adventure. р 

The spirit can never lose из individuality, its free will. It is 
eternal because it is a part of Omnipotence. 

WHAT IS IT LIKE BEING DEAD? 

After the three day period of stun-like sleep (with some shorter 
or longer periods), you become aware that the other side of life is 
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certainly not a situation to be dreaded. You will see no stars or 
planets as you do with the eyes of the body. There is no darkness, 
no shadows for those who die blind nor for anyone else. The only 
darkness possible for you to see is when you seek the earth mansion 
and those who live in the flesh. If you re-enter that plane, you, 
in your turn, can be seen as a ghost only if you clothe yourself with 
the ectoplasm or animal magnetism of those living in the body. 

When you have separated completely from the body and it is 
“dead”, you will find yourself surrounded with a beautiful soft 
golden light in which are glittering harmonic patterns of vibration. 
Joining these patterns are faint silver lines as thin and attenuated as 
smoke, joining them into a gigantic understandable pattern which 
stretches as far and wide as your awareness. You will be aware of 
things, conceptions which you could not realize while in the body. 
You will understand what the earth mansion is, what is meant truly 
by a “border place”, and of a choice you will eventually have to 
make. You will know the joyous thing it is to be free of the 
restrictions and limitations of the body. 

You will hear a gentle sound almost below the level of awareness 
not unlike tiny wavelets upon a beach at night, soothing like a true 
Aeolian harp, like Chinese wind bells, cheering, exciting. You will 
not be afraid. You will not be alone but sheltered, protected and 
cared for as you were in your mother’s womb. You will be aware 
of an efflugence of love surrounding and being a part of your very 
being so great that you will find yourself saying the ultimate of 
prayers, gratitude to the Being of whom you are an integral part. 

There are other states in which the awakened spirit may be received, 
each according to his development. If you have regressed badly, 
no awareness at all may be possible to you. This does not mean 
that ANYONE will ever have his chance to develop taken from him, 
or that he will ever lose his individuality, or freedom of will and 
choice. 

If you have led a reasonably decent life in which you have 
progressed, the level of development into which your spirit will 
awaken need not be feared. Remember two things. First, you 
can only punish yourself. God does not punish. Second, the 
only thing you ever need to fear is YOURSELF. That is why it 
is so important to develop SELF while on the earthplane. 

You may say, this all sounds very pretty and pat but where are 
the facts? How do we know for certain that we live on when the 
body dies? 
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The easiest way to prove it is this. Take а small piece of paper 
in your hand and look at it. I now ask you to dispose of it, to 
remove it entirely from the material world. Burn it, shred it, 
consume it in acid, blow it up, use any method you wish. You 
will find that while you can change its FORM, that you cannot put 
it out of the material world. You can CHANGE it in form dozens 
of ways but you cannot put it out of this sphere of life so that it will 
be truly dead, a nothingness. 

When the body is reduced, what has happened is that the earth 
has reclaimed the “makings” of a body which has been lent to you 
only for a period of what we know astime. Like a rented garment. 
You have to return it to the owner. You must “render unto Caesar 
the things which are Caesar’s and unto God, the things which are 
God’s.” 

So many people believe erroneously that when they die their 
troubles are over and done with. І ask you, “If I am miserable іп 
New York City and I go to London, England, have I escaped 
MYSELF?” 

Going from life to death is only a passage, a change, the spirit 
makes each time an experience is at an end and another about to 
begin. 

YOU TAKE WHAT YOU ARE WITH YOU! 

In the state of death you become aware again of the limitless 
eternity before you in which you can improve and grow and what 
you can grow toward, how gigantically glorious your heritage truly 
is. Then you rearm yourself with what you deem necessary to face 
your next experience and use it successfully. There is the comfort 
of the awareness that time is timeless. You can and will 
contemplate the earth experience, go over it minutely, dwell in the 
moments of joy, and pain too, if you wish so that you may 
understand that which went by so fleetingly. A single tear may be 
frozen in mid-air for seemingly thousands of years if you wish so 
that you may see truly what you should have done or what you didn’t 
do. When you have finished the review and done certain things 
of which I cannot speak, your plans are all made, and your 
exploration done, you have “‘dwelled” in the forces, you will feel the 
far-off beginning of a tug, like receding water all about your spirit 
pulling you toward the next moment of kismet. 

You ARE what you have MADE OF YOURSELF! Мо one, 
nothing, God or Satan is responsible for, what you are or what 
happens to you. Herein lies the punishment of “Hell”, and the 
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reward of “Heaven”. Мо such actual static places exist. Life of, 
and development of the spirit is an eternal process. 

The true suicide (there are other types of self-immolation which 
are not suicides) is a tragic act which enacts a terrible payment from 
the individual who performs it as when you destroy a “pattern” and 
thrust the spirit out of the body before its time of experience is 
complete, you upset the “balance”, and the spirit enters the death 
state in a condition not unlike that of an insane person on earth, and 
actually, such as the latter are reincarnated spirits of those who have 
suicided. 

I, myself, have died and I know whereof І speak. 

As a living person, and in death, as the Christian Scientists say 
and truly, “You are SAFE!” You need fear nothing if you live in 
a reasonably decent fashion and TRY to grow constructively. 

If you still find it difficult to believe that life continues after death 
of the body, it is because, ingrained in you, are the old erroneous 
standbys upon which you have leaned for a lifetime. Allow me to 
pull a couple out from under you. 

You do believe that TIME exists. You do believe in the 
infinitude of SPACE. If anyone told you that neither existed as 
you understand them, you would think such a person totally mad. 

Let us take “Time” first. 

I suggest that what I tell you is POSSIBLE though not necessarily 
PROBABLE. 

Men are travelling faster every day. They have progressed from 
the horse-drawn cart to rocket propulsion and will undoubtedly find 
the technique necessary to fling their ships along the magnetic lines 
of force which join every planet and star one to each other, at speed 
beyond present conception. 

Also man finds better and better means for viewing at a distance, 
from the “opera glass”, to the radar telescope. Eventually he will 
perfect means to see infinite distances. 

As we all know, what we see is because of the reflection of light 
and what we see comes to our eyes at the speed of light. If I were 
on the moon and I waved my arm at you, with you on earth watching 
me through your highly developed scope, it would be a time 
LATER, AFTER the action had taken place that you would witness 
it. 

Now, if you were to get into your highly advanced space ship with 
your extraordinarily developed scope and flung yourself to a planet 
light years away where the reflection of the sunlight on earth was 


27 


just reaching and you looked back at earth through your scope, you 
could see the crucifixion of Jesus in progress. 

Now, in this ship of infinite speed you travel back to earth in five 
minutes, or five seconds, peering all the time through your scope, 
you would witness events which had taken five thousand years of 
“time” to happen to earth. 

So what is time? Do you see that you do not know WHAT time is? 

For your comfort, there are people who are trying to find out 
WHAT it is such as those two dedicated scientists at Georgetown 
University who have proven over and over again that time actually 
can be collapsed. It can collapse and DOES. Time is also called 
the “Fourth Dimension”. Can you see that this implies many 
more dimensions, possibly an infinitude. 

Picture yourself a two dimensional creature. You are wide and 
long. Could you understand “HIGH”? 

But you believe in the absolute infinity of space. 

Take a movie projector, plug it in and you have a ray of 
concentrated light which will fill a movie screen. Point it out a 
window at the sky. Its beam widens and keeps on widening and 
NEVER STOPS WIDENING. That beam of light keeps on 
widening infinitely. And this is exactly similar to the so-called 
“infinity” of SPACE. Now, turn that projector at the wall beside 
you and that same infinitude of light is the size of a coin. 

Can if be that INFINITUDE can be encompassed in such a 
LIMITED and CONFINED space? Yes! It can! 

I could show you many other things but I don’t want to confuse 
or frighten you. You аге SAFE. Believe me, we are the veriest 
of children and like same are surrounded with wonders, imponder- 
ables, yet at the same time the SIMPLE answers explaining all of 
such аге all about us all the time. Unlike children of a very early 
age we have learned to use the animal brain processes and forgotten 
how to RELATE. We believe that one and one makes two. Yet 
this is false because these are not two exact alikes in our universe 
and “two” implies a combination of two exacts. We don’t let this 
make us despair of ever understanding because man will soon learn 
to use the laws of Vibration. (See AN EXPERIENCE AFTER I 


DIED.) 
You are “alive” today. You were “dead” last night. This is 
the same thing as “life? and “death”. The sleeping, the 


relinquishment of the body, and the reawakening, once again in the 
body. The sign of the Hierophant which Jesus made whenever 
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He held up His hand was the promise of this Master that there is 
по “death”. There is no “end” for anybody nor for anything, there 
is only CHANGE. 

Progression, or regression, YOU choose. 


V What A Ghost Is 


The soul is what you see as a ghost, not the spirit. The spirit is 
invisible to the human eye but paradoxically not invisible. While 
it cannot be seen as it is, you can become aware of it as a symbol or 
distortion of same. 

The soul is tied by what may be understood as an umbilical cord 
to the body and this bond cannot be severed until the body is entirely 
reduced. However the soul can leave the body and wander 
anywhere within the earth mansion but limited to the furthest 
reaches of life consciousness. As long as the soul is captive of the 
body, haunting is possible. 

Haunting is and can be done by living people. But when it is 
done by those who are alive, it is not possible to distinguish between 
such a ghost and a living person for the reason that a living person 
has full use of the body’s animal magnetism and ectoplasm and can 
manifest in another place than where the body is left, in solid form, 
speak in normal audible sound, etc. This has been proven by a 
group of French scientists under controlled conditions in India. 

There are many types of psychic phenomena which must not be 
mistaken for hauntings by souls as there are “things” which exist 
such as the Dwellers of the Threshold of which Sir Bulwer-Lytton 
spoke, as well as “things” not a part of Divine Spirit, and much 
man-made evil both formed and formless, as well as those highly 
developed spirits who no longer have souls, who have returned to 
the earth mansion for various reasons by their own choice, plus raw 
forces of which we have little knowledge, then a whole vast host of 
demons both good and bad, some of these are exceedingly 
unpredictable and highly dangerous if they can gain what they need 
to manifest. 

The soul is a mirror-image of the kind of balance which has been 
maintained during the life period in the corpus striatum of the brain. 
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This “balance” is controlled entirely by the conscious mind, 
handling the infinite possibilities of two ambivalent forces. This 
“balancing” can be understood by observing the function of the grid 
between the filament and plate of a radio vacuum tube considering 
the individual will as the “grid”. 

The manner in which the two forces are balanced or tilted decides 
the kind of life experience, the fortunes, state of health, successes, 
failures, types of people contacted, also governs relations with same 
and is controlled entirely and solely by individual, unrestricted will. 
This balancing decides whether the SELF will progress or regress. 

Upon the death of a human, the soul exits through the solar 
plexus, called by some, the “Central Ѕип”, and also, “The Thousand 
Petaled Lotus”. The spirit, the last to leave, exits from the 
superconscious. 

The individual soul is created. The individual spirit is eternal, 
a part of Omnipotence. The spirit IS the individual. 

The weight of the soul varies from individual to individual, 
averaging around two grams. 

A ghost of a disembodied soul gets the material power to manifest 
itself, rap on tables, operate in various mechanical ways, levitate 
things, etc. by using the animal magnetism of living people. Some 
people lend themselves willingly to this process, even supplementing 
with their own living ectoplasm. Others do so unwillingly but 
nevertheless in greater force than usual through the emotion of fear 
trebling their projection. 

The Sensitive, knowing what the ghost needs, projects another 
kind of force but this takes training and discipline to do. The 
Sensitive links the aura of his Center of Balance with the bodyless 
person, doing it with great care, gently so as not to arouse terror in 
the ghost. 

I have done this, though to my surprise, there have been those 
ghosts who didn’t need my help to manifest. There wasn’t anyone 
else about at the time, my animal magnetism was blocked off and 
only tentative projection made (a “‘feeler’’). 

Of course, there is so very much that we do not know. І for 
one am no longer interested in probing for such knowledge. І have 
what my friend, the Adept, to whom I refer in these pages, used to 
call a “saturated solution”. 

I projected avidly in these fields in my -youth to find out 
specifically about God, life after death, and to taste the thrilling 
powers of the Adept. І have done so, sufficiently, that I am able 
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to help others who have not gone along this path themselves. 
Some day, the deepest of these sciences will be common 
knowledge, part of the Millennium, part of the curriculums of all 
schools and the mish-mash of creed religions will be a thing of the 
past of these DARK AGES. Mysteries, “forbidden knowledge”, 
magic, will be practical sciences as they should be and the dirty 
superstitions which befoul the human mind will be excised. 


VI What The Poltergeist Is and 
How To Exorcise Ghosts 


The dictionary says that the “Poltergeist” is a mischievous, noisy 
spirit. It does throw things about and does a lot of senseless 
damage but none of the various scientists who have observed its 
depredations under controlled conditions seem to know exactly what 
it is. 

The poltergeist is the manifestation of a ghost of a child who is 
annoyed that it no longer has a body, and is delighted with the fact 
that it cannot be reached and punished for the sometimes cruel 
things which it is able to do. It is also an adult with the mentality 
of an evil child. It uses the raw animal magnetism of living 
children whose energy is in great volume to throw things about, 
create fires, heave rocks, smash, torment living beings, and even 
break the necks of animals which has happened. 

It gives the ruthless child a sense of power ever adults to do things 
the child wouldn’t dare to do if he were in the body. Remember 
this creature is as alive as it was when it was in the body and of the 
same level of intelligence. It is good that there are laws governing 
the length of time such creatures’ souls are able to exist. Its very 
ignorance is what limits its existence. 

These creatures will not let you contact them mentally as they fear 
the punishment they know they deserve. After a few demonstra- 
tions of their power and they find that they cannot be reached, they, 
sometimes, get downright vicious. 

They can be exorcised but only by trained chela, the CHILD 
Adept, and a special ceremony must be used and certain effectives 
released. 
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I will not explain these methods here because such manifestations 
are rare and would only waste your time at this juncture. But, if 
such is necessary, I will train the child Adept who is to perform 
against the poltergeist. There is some danger involved for the 
child, but there is also protective armor against this which takes 
several days to erect. 

A normally sensitive person is conscious of the mood of a city, a 
street, a new home, any place of habitation no matter how small or 
large. Не will sometimes take an alternate route to avoid a street 
or section which depresses him or makes him feel uneasy. Не will 
avoid certain people for no reason he would find easy to explain to 
himself. Не will be happy or “blue” and most times not know 
why. 

Actually, what is taking place in that person is that he is sensing 
vibrations which cause these reactions in him. Не?! pick up a 
statuette and say without knowing why, “This thing is positivelly 
evil!” or he may say, ““There’s something definitely wrong with that 
place!” or “That man gives me the shudders!” and about all these 
statements, “I don’t know why I feel that way, but I KNOW I’m 
right!” 

What has this to do with exorcising ghosts? 

It is not only ghosts which need exorcising. Suppose you simply 
love an apartment or a house but you can’t bear to be in the place 
because of a feeling you cannot fathom. Yet the cost or the rent 
is right but you’ll turn it down when there is no need to do so when 
you can exorcise the place of every bad vibration as well as possible 
ghosts or the cruel, evil, violent thoughts, actions, emotions, of past 
tenants which vibrations are impinged, for who knows what length 
of time, in the walls, in the floors, in the very air of the place. Man 
projects with a greater force than he realizes and sets up echoes of 
vibrations which exist just beyond the range of hearing but not of 
FEELING and they go on reflecting for years and years and in some 
cases seemingly forever and the place has to be burned down or 
demolished to get rid of them. 

Whenever I move to a new dwelling place I perform a little 
ceremony, and then afterward, wait to hear from my friends, “What 
a lovely, peaceful place this is, I could write here!” Even non- 
writers say that. Sooner or later someone will say that in one way 
or another it always amuses me because I know WHY the place is 
peaceful, and filled with light and love. 

The ceremony may seem a little silly to you if you haven’t worked 
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with the simple tools the psychic uses. But don’t mistake, while 
the ceremony is simple, you are dealing with forces which are of the 
very essence and exist whether you believe so or not. 

Here’s what I do. І must be alone in the place for at least а half- 
hour. І go from room to room examining floors, walls, ceilings, 
nooks and crannies, closets and cupboards, under the stairs, up in 
any attic, and down in any cellar, impressing a clear picture of the 
entire place in my memory so that I can close my eyes and in my 
mind go from room to room, go everywhere and see, mentally, all 
the parts of that place as they are. 

Then I go into one of the rooms, it doesn’t matter which, and lie 
on the floor on my back, hands and feet UNCROSSED, and close 
my eyes. І picture a spot of light growing ever larger in my solar 
plexus, and mentally I begin to manipulate it into the digit 8. 

Have you ever seen a salt water taffy machine in operation? 
Same thing. 

I “see” this figure eight of light growing larger and larger until it 
is moving through my whole body from the top of my head to the 
soles of my feet. Then I begin a certain incantation while keeping 
this visualization going all the time, seeing it fill the room I am in 
and like fog spreading throughout the entire place into every last 
crack, filling the place, flooding the place with light. 

According to your personal religious belief, select a person whose 
life was most exemplary in goodness and in the expression of love. 
If you haven’t any particular favorite you may call upon Ghandi and 
you evoke that great person in the following manner, saying the 
words silently in your mind as you flood the entire place with the 
force of light from your solar plexus, your central sun, your 
thousand petaled lotus. 

IN THE NAME OF...AND ALL THAT IS GOOD, I 
COMMAND THEE TO DEPART FROM HERE FOREVER 
AND FOREVER! 

Keeping saying this in your mind with absolute, almost ruthless 
positiveness, MEANING IT! as you go mentally from room to room 
looking into all of the closets, looking everywhere, flooding the place 
with light. Апа when you have covered the ground thoroughly, 
relax, take three deep yogi breaths and open your eyes. 

How peaceful it is around you now! How warm and friendly! 
The place welcomes you, seems to put its arms about you. It, now, 
can be your abode. YOUR particular place armored with defenses 
against all evil. 
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This ceremony may not remove all ghosts, and/or vibratory 
patterns but those which remain will be good, loving and protective. 

Say nothing about what you have done. Do wait to hear from 
that sensitive person who sooner or later will invariably say, “I could 
write here! I love this place!” 

Smile then, but keep your secret. It is possible for some to undo 
your charm and you have to repeat it. Enjoy the satisfaction of 
knowing that this simple ceremony has never failed. Never! 

This doesn’t belong in this place but if you won’t mind, Га like 
to say it now: 

The Bible of the Christians and the Jews, the Gospels of the 
Christians, the Books of Laws of the Hebrew, the Koran of the 
Musselman, the Avesta of the Magians of Persia, the Sutras of 
Buddha, the Kings of the Chinese, the Vedas of the Hindoos, etc. 
are all beautiful, inspired, holy books. Men have slaughtered each 
other in disagreement as to their interpretation, or to set one before 
or over another, each calling the other pagan, unbeliever, heathen. 
Men worship these books. 

I want to ask you a question concerning all of these holy books. 
Is not the worship of God, HIMSELF, more important than 
dwelling over a compilation of words which for the most part have 
been handed down from mouth to ear? 15 not the worship of God, 
Himself, more meaningful than the worship of a compilation of 
WORDS? 

And that word “worship”. This should not be the attitude 
toward God. God is to be USED, not worshipped. 

Take a human relationship as an example. You have a good 
father. He feeds, clothes, and educates you. Не advises you how 
to approach and succeed in all the phases of life but instead of 
USING this good foundation for YOUR INDIVIDUAL LIFE, you 
go abroad mouthing his advices with gusto, asking others, “Did he 
mean this? Perhaps he meant that?” Аге you not, mocking all 
he has tried to do to set you on your individual path of life and USE 
what he has given you both in person and by example? 

Of what use is the respect, the reverance you pay him? Would 
it not be better if you USED his gifts of substance and wisdom? 
And perpetuated his gifts by USING THEM? USING HIM? 

“Pick up your bed and WALK!” DEEDS, not WORDS. 
“Put your shoulder to the wheel!” 

Be ONE in the way you have been shown and USE. Be ONE 
with the Divine Father and USE HIS GIFTS, never minding the 
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fancy words and the banging of one’s head on the floor. He 
doesn’t want you to grovel, but to stand erect and be IN him. 


VII Efficacious Prayer 


Everyone, even the atheist, prays sometimes in his life, particularly 
when in great fear, when death seems imminent, in emotional crises, 
but most pray uselessly because they don’t know how to pray 
correctly. Моше words, no matter how passionate, doesn’t 
mean a thing. 

“I pray from my heart,” a тап told me. Тһе one word in that 
protestation which was so very wrong, was “from”. No, “from” 
is not the correct word. 

Most people of most religions pray to God as if He were 
somewhere else, to most, far off, shaped like a man, whose attention 
and help could be gotten by intense concentration upon the “Him” 
they picture vaguely as being within telepathic distance. When 
they get no results, they shrug and comment bitterly, “It’s a bunch 
of hopeless nonsense. Prayer! Phooey! If there is a God, He 
never hears anyone. Не”ѕ a senseless, vicious, cruel person!” 

Almost all religions teach that God is EVERYWHERE. Now 
why do you suppose they say that? 

WHY? Because it is TRUE. 

God isn’t only “ир there” somewhere. His Being is the very 
upon which all creation is mounted, as a garment clothes the 

ody. 

A part of Him is YOU, as one cell of your body is a part of your 
WHOLE body. 

A crisis happens which concerns some malfunction of you or 
another’s body, or any kind of distressing material problem occurs 
and you want a cure or a solution that will be constructive. Then 
go to a place where you can be alone and not be distracted. In the 
standing position, place your legs apart. Stretch out your arms 
and hands to either side. Close your eyes and in your mind, 
without any words, SEE that person or problem resolving into the 
way you want it to be and KNOW that this will be accomplished. 

This is called the “Simple” or “Prime” method. This is how 
faith healing is done even though the Healer is not aware why he is 
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able to be the successful instrument of healing. Не says, “It is 
God who does it,” which is true. “Not of myself, but of the 
Father,” to quote Jesus when He would perform His miracles. 
But the technique is also exceedingly important. Тһе technique 
of Relating and Using. 

Discard ideas about “blind faith.” Stand there as I told you 
until you feel that your picturing is complete, clear beyond doubt. 
(It helps enormously if in the case of another afflicted person you 
are trying to help does this too.) 

After your prayer, generally, you will feel a sense of confidence 
and complete peace. This “answer” isn’t an answer from 
“someone” but is a sensing of a disturbed pattern readjusting into 
harmony with itself and Divine Mind. You have related your 
spirit with the whole spirit in which nothing but perfection is 
possible. 

Each and every person and every single animal or thing is an 
INDIVIDUAL entity. I have capitalized that word because I want 
to emphasize it in your mind. We each go our lonely ways and 
can never be one with another in this life so some solutions for some 
persons are not possible other than a solution which you do not 
want. 

For an example, a dear one of mine was near death. І held her 
to life with every force I could command. Опе day, long past the 
time she would have died, I looked into her eyes, and in them was 
apology, pity for me, and a silent request, “Please, let me go.” 

I went off by myself and wept bitterly, removing my hold and she 
passed out of my life. 

Life is this way and we should accept it with good grace. Each 
individual has the right to his individual way and no one has the 
right to interfere with it. | Sometimes our prayers do not seem to 
have been answered even after we have received the sign which told 
us that we would. There are many sound reasons we do not get 
what we wish, or achieve what we wish. This would take a 
separate volume to explain. 

The pattern which seems to you to be distorted may not be. 
There are many reasons why some persons suffer lack, disease, etc. 
One is because they welcome such a condition to call attention to 
themselves no matter what the cost to themselves. Another is 
because the person has allowed the condition to exist past the 
beginning as people allow dirt to accumulate needlessly, has 
deepened it by a wrong discipline of negative thinking until it would 
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be a double job of correcting the situation, requiring a tremendous 
sustained effort and mostly a TOTAL DESIRE FOR DELIVER- 
ANCE upon the part of the afflicted. Мапу times persons want 
their belief in failure to be proven rather than the opposite. Мапу 
people harbor, like the asp in the bosom, a desire for death and 
destruction. They would be astounded if you proved this to them 
and hate you for doing so. Some secretly cherish tragedy above 
happiness because they are mixed-up, contrary persons with inflated 
egos and given to a love of hatred, not having the courage to be 
totally evil, but wanting to enjoy the fruits of evil by scattering seeds 
of unhappiness as Johnny Appleseed did otherwise. The human 
mind is often devious, ego-catering, approaching every phase of life 
with a secret sneer. WHY? Only God can answer that question. 
I know SOME answers but am baffled of understanding them. 

The oldest fact on earth is that when you stop living, you start 
dying. Which means that when one stops progressing, he begins 
toregress. You have heard of people being “kicked UPSTAIRS”? 
This applies to spiritual life as well as material life and is another 
reason for disease and some other miserable states of being. 

The prime law for everyone is that he must continue to grow 
constructively, not to live like cattle, just ingesting, digesting and 
defacating. When he will not make the effort to continue to grow, 
invariably, unpleasant things begin to happen to him. This has 
been true always but few people recognize this fact or will accept 
that it actually exists. 

When regression through expression of hatred, jealousy, violence, 
meanness, cruelty, etc. is occurring in the individual, anything evil, 
wrong or disastrous can happen to that person and eventually does. 
Evil boomerangs as good does also. Karmic law DOES exist! 
Samsara may be the reason no one can help a certain afflicted. 

Also, a sudden and unusual burst of prayer cannot restore the 
harmonic balance of that individual life from which it has been 
absent for so long. One must continually practice praying, just 
like an athlete, a dancer, or whomever skilled must keep in practice. 

When something good happens unite with the Whole and say, 
“Thanks!” When you behold or hear or sense beauty, without 
ostentation, unite and share. After a while praying will become 
automatic and you will find that everything works out for you 
wonderfully, that sickness passes you by. People will say wrongly 
that you are “lucky”. 

If something goes wrong, like the Guru in Kipling’s story KIM, 
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when his work was destroyed and he was struck down by a cruel 
blow, though being a strong man and thoroughly capable of striking 
back, he went off by himself to ask himself, “Wherein have I gone 
wrong?” YOU, alone, I say again, are responsible ALONE for 
whatever is wrong in your life. Noone else. Meeting violence 
with violence will not correct the situation. It can only make it 
worse. Reexamine yourself, find your error, and PRAY (correct- 
ly). 
“WHY should such a thing happen to ME?” many have asked 
despairingly. It could be tolerance of small evil such as in the old 
tale of the “conscience ring” which pricked at first when a person 
wearing it did something destructive (wrong). Then the pricking 
was felt less and less as the person ignored the pricking until finally 
he found himself turned into a pig. 

Actually, and most important, it PAYS to be good in every sense 
of the word. Mostly you should pray that you stay that way. 
Prayer is not a “miracle drug” of which you can take an occasional 
dose and Presto! you are all right again. 

Observe the lives of others closely and you will learn that the 
philosopher was right when he said, “The effect is discreetly 
traceable to the cause.” 

In your praying, you must unite in ONENESS with yourself. 
You must merge your conscious and superconscious minds. Don’t 
sweat over it. Take the discipline slowly KNOWING that you 
will succeed. Stretch out your arms in excitement, spread your 
feet apart (always pray standing if you can, although it is not 
absolutely necessary), close your eyes, raise your face as if you 
expected to be kissed, picture what you need or want, or just remain 
silent mentally thanking the Supreme Being for the gift of life. 

When you want to unite in God just for the sheer joy of it, to say 
thanks for a sunset, or the sound and feel of the rain, or because 
you are happier than usual, or for no other reason than to practice 
unification, perform the necessary and radiate inward, projecting the 
libido from the solar plexus, aware of your glorious life force, the 
joyous “aloneness” rising to the corpus striatum in the brain 
WITHOUT WORDS, flooding about your entire consciousness 
with the thunder of your integrated spirit mind and body. Glory! 

Don’t question. Ве like a rocket, all function, no thinking, just 
doing. AWARE that all is A-okay. 

Keep doing this day after day and you will discover the mighty 
force that you are when you are united with Omnipotence. 
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Your fat old ego will drop away. It has always been your worst 
enemy and you will be a glowing PERFECT being in God able to 
heal yourself and others, supply yourself with what you need, and 
mold your every future hour towards heart’s desire. Bless you! 

You will become more and more aware that you are not alone, 
that there is the comforting comradeship and shining love of those 
good ones who are raising themselves as you are by deliberate action 
of unified will to a plane of harmonization with these others in 
celestial lovehood. You will be comforted by knowing that you 
are a very special person SAFE and progressing in God. 

But for cat’s sake don’t get carried away. Keep your feet on the 
earth while you are living in the earth mansion. SEE as clearly as 
youcan. Beas positive as you сап. LIVE! Don’t pose or brag 
or “cast your pearls before swine.” Your spiritual life is yours 
alone and should be totally secret. Share it with no one UNLESS 
you decide to “go forth and teach.” 

If you do the latter, then be reminded that you open yourself to 
ridicule, violence and some intense hatred. Ве certain that you аге 
strong enough to pay the big price which is expected when you 
embrace humanity for their sake. Ве absolutely certain! 

One last word about praying CORRECTLY, which is that if you 
pray regularly you will find it becomes part of your nature so much 
so that you needn’t even perform the discipline. You will find that 
you are “oneing” automatically ALL OF THE TIME. 

When this happens, you must learn how to forgive easily, because 
if anyone tries to harm you the worst will happen in a hurry to that 
person! І have seen the most tragic things happen to some who 
have struck against a totally unified person, that person not making 
a deliberate mental gesture of forgiveness. 

You know that you must never take revenge so relinquish AT 
ONCE any desire that the person who has tried to do you harm be 
punished. If you don’t you will stifle your progression. 


VIII Calling The Dead 


To the novice Adept who has had a taste of manipulating ‘“‘Ghosties 
and things that go bump in the night” and learns to his astonishment 
that he hasn’t the slightest fear any longer of prospecting into the 
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unknown; has spent days and nights in graveyards talking to the 
captive dead to prove this to himself; is eagerly searching for 
haunted houses; is stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey with the 
knowledge of white and black magic; knows how to draw a 
pentalpha within a double circle on the floor, put in various symbols 
and admonitory versicles; can draw all the squares within square and 
can remember every letter and number; knows the particular incense 
to put in the brazier for each summoning; yet still has most of the 
disciplines ahead of him, WARNING! 

It is said that only the complete fool will not learn from another’s 
experience. 

I was like the above description that night in Fairfax County, 
Virginia, out at a farm, filled with arrogance that I had powers at 
my command which only few mortals had learned to possess and 
having nothing better to do one night, went up to the second floor 
alone in the darkness deciding to try out certain powers by calling 
the dead. 

It was in the dark of the moon. I lowered the upper part of a 
window facing east, peering excitedly out at the black night, inhaling 
deeply of the crisp fall air. Clouds obscured the stars and though 
I felt a sense of foreboding, and the knowledge that I was about to 
do something which I should not, I ignored my common sense. 

I began what was necessary todo. І will not tell you “how to”, 
not that you could, but because you MIGHT. Instead І will tell 
you WHAT I did. І set up protective armor. Next, I reached 
for and manipulated what is described by most adepts as an 
“undercurrent of life’. Like electricity, it is invisible and also 
exceedingly dangerous both mentally and physically if mishandled. 
I will not go into the multitudes of things which could happen if this 
is not manipulated by an Adept, sufficient to say, should you come 
upon directions for the process, DON’T! 

From this palpatating force, I created an extra “агт” and 
projected it, as aware of it as I would be of my normal arm 
outstretched if I had my eyes closed. І penetrated with this, 
separating a wide section of the night before me into upper and lower 
thermal parts. І reached between into the Outer or invisible world 
and made a sweep. Iwas lucky. І could feel several discarnates 
within my grasp. They seemed to be in an attitude of contempla- 
tion, like darker shadows of cedars rigid amongst lighter pines. 
They resisted and were stubborn, were set against movement. 
There was something going on that I didn’t understand, I was being 
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cautioned by someone, somewhere, to leave them alone. А 

I did pause Гог а few moments to study the situation but I had 
begun, was getting results, excitement was mounting in me, and I 
didn’t want to stop. 

I encircled and pulled those several mute and rigid figures at me 
with a mighty tug. For seconds it was stalemate. Then they 
were free and moving. But in anger, outrage, violently, directly 
at me. Fear caught at my throat, but I swallowed, steadied, 
rapidly supplementing my protective encasement. 

I withdrew the “arm”, reducing it, but still they came on toward 
me. Deciding whether to run or not, I couldn’t help commenting 
mentally that they were coming from a much greater distance that 
І had surmised. Hastily, I began to close the “door”. 

But it was too late. It was as if I were hit with a gigantc pillow, 
soft and yet of great force. The stroke flung me onto the floor 
while all about me like snakes writhing were ghostly fingers trying 
to find a chink in my protective armor. 

A spot of fire burned into the center of my back, on my spine and 
rapidly spiralled about to my solar plexus to burn there causing 
indescribable agony. 

I always have had presence of mind particularly in crises, partly 
because of an ingrained sense of humor and total lack of the fear of 
death. The ability to remain calm and poised did not desert me 
now. І began to recite a Buddhist prayer of exorcism. And they 
were gone. 

I realized that I had screamed as the pain had mounted in the 
great ganglion. Also, amongst “them” had been a mind with 
greater knowledge of what I had done than I had and whose power 
was greater than I had ever imagined anyone could possess, that this 
disembodied person was of a benign turn of mind and possibly had 
conciliated the others being the reason they had left, and not because 
of my attempt at exorcism. І shuddered to think what might have 
happened if that mind had been evil or revengeful particularly when 
I had not “established” my control soundly. 

The people at the farm had rushed up the stairs and stood staring 
atme. My friend, the Adept, was shaking her head, “Мог again, 
Donald!” she said in contempt. 

I was lying on the floor. The furniture about me was smashed. 
“T fell,” I explained lamely. 

“Апа all that crashing and smashing and the house rocking was 
the result of that fall?” the Adept’s father commented with a cynical 
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quirk on his white mustached mouth. “Well, we have ‘starting 
wood anyway,” he commented wryly, and went back downstairs. 

When the Adept and I were alone, I told her of my foolishness 
and what had taken place, avoiding sight of the withering expression 
of indignation on her face. 

“You’ve made a lot of souls unhappy tonight,” she told me coldly. 
“You’ve upset the balance because you’ve caused them to generate 
violence and hatred. You are responsible for weakening and 
possibly regressing the development of their spirits. Со out into 
the field, across to the old spring. Strip. You know what you 
must do. And don’t come back until you have righted things in 
as much as you are able.” 

I stood naked during the long night, arms spread, legs wide apart, 
the spikes of old mown hay cruel into the soles of my bare feet and 
offered myself for punishment, intoning the words of abnegation. 

Nothing came near me. It was аз if I stood іп а vacuum. Not 
even a leaf seemed to stir. The silence was the unutterable word. 
It was night within night. 

Dawn came and I bathed in the icy spring trying to purify myself. 
When I came back to the house, the Adept was there waiting 
anxiously. “Well 2” she asked. 

I shrugged and went past her. І have never been able to know 
whether or not I have been forgiven. I had put myself at their 
mercy and they hadn’t struck back. 

I have never duplicated that insanity and for that matter have 
totally ceased all practice and play with the “forces”. І feel that if 
I did, that I would, truly, be punished. 

Another sensitive has seen a monitor, a stern monk, who goes with 
me wherever I go and perhaps punishment is only deferred until I 
ae this body permanently and stand upon equal terms with 
“Them”. 

Believe me, if ever there was truth, this is it. I know that it is 
almost impossible for those who have only a bit of psychic ability to 
believe that other things outside their actual experience are possible 
until such things happen to them personally, but still I ask that when 
you learn the means as I did, that you do not play with these things. 
The danger is not only exceedingly great but you may be certain 
that you will be paid back for any harm you may cause even if done 
unwittingly. 

An example is a man in, I won’t name the town, because almost 
everyone there knows about him and how he got the way he is. Не 
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is harmlessly mad because of his attempt in the practice of “Instant” 
Eastern Philosophy, the result of coming upon Р. W. Martin’s 
“EXPERIMENT IN DEPTH”, a study of the works of Jung, Eliot, 
and Toynbee; and trying to gain the ability of those who have spent 
a lifetime going from chela to guru in the period of a few months. 
He got into something he couldn’t CONTINUE to handle mentally. 

Many enjoy the “shelter” of a strictly animal mind and might find 
the broad horizons, the vast sweeps of celestial harmony, and the 
awareness in extreme depth intolerable, even unbearable, but once 
the mind is opened to this knowledge there is no forgetting. You 
are “awake” truly, and that may be terrifying to many. 

However, I can recommend this westernized version of the eastern 
philosophy to the matured (mentally) ONLY, and absolve myself 
here and now of any possible destructive consequences. 

The temptation to offer this hint lies in the fact that I know 
another of whom the “wise old man” came, and he rose from nothing 
to the top of his chosen field of endeavor like a rocket almost 
overnight after he had mastered the discipline. But it is so much 
easier to use the “Prime” method of prayer. Yet get what and 
where you want to go, the only defect is that it takes a little longer. 
But through the use of correct prayer, you travel an absolutely safe 
path and there is no danger of you going insane. 

A final warning about the EXPERIMENT IN DEPTH. How 
are you going to judge whether or not you dare use this discipline 
safely? How can you be certain that you are mature enough (and 
this does not refer to the age of the body), that your nature is placid 
enough, that you are at peace with yourself, that you have control 
of your ego, your libido, that you are strongly balanced? Тһе latter 
referring to the balance brought about in the corpus striatum of the 
brain. 

Outside of this, another thing to consider is the danger of 
“possession” because in this practice you relinquish more and more 
of your natural defenses in your attempt to physically peel back the 
layers of confusion which exist in the conscious mind. Actually, 
all you are doing is stripping away the ego so that you can become 
one with self. Why not do it the safe way even if it does take a 
little longer? 

Still another danger is a rebellious ego and runaway conscious 
mind refusing to cooperate whereby you could have nightmares in 
the daytime, hallucinate endlessly, and wind up in an insane asylum 
а gibbering idiot. You see, the physical mind is a very weak 
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structure. If you drive against it too hard trying to make it work 
harder it breaks down. In early youth, you can push it around a 
lot and get away with it, but once you pass twenty-one it is quite a 
different story. Now, however, after you pass forty апа up to 
about fifty-five it is strong again but in a different way. When you 
are working with a discipline don’t drive all the way to completion 
but take long sabbaticals in which you listen to music, read poetry, 
go to pantomimes, the ballet, plays, lounge on the beach, sleep late 
and when you are THOROUGHLY rested, then go at it again. It 
is dangerous ever to work the mind too hard. Walt Disney said 
about one of his men, “He used to cudgel his brains, but now he 
only mulls!” 

Now about seances, ouija boards, ESP, playing with psychic 
phenomena, etc. if you find that you are a sensitive and only want 
to prove to yourself that ghosts actually exist, and generate a lower 
order of cantrips, predict future events, you can develop these 
abilities with reasonable safety if you don’t get fanatical about it. 

A word about the prediction of future events, remember my 
speaking about “awareness in extreme depth”, for some reason all 
major events FORESHADOW themselves. Why? І don’t 
know. Little events do too but the ripple is hardly discernible. 
In the current of daily life now and in the future there is a “ghost” 
reaction. One motion above the other. The actual event which 
has not yet taken place cannot be “seen” but its accompanying 
“ghost” can be observed but not too accurately. Іх can be both felt 
and seen. The prognostigator extends his awareness over this 
current – I have to interject this here – remember when I told you 
“time” is not what it appears to be? events of the future are not 
“away off’, they are within a yard of your conception and sensing. 
This applies to hundreds of years in the future as well as a few weeks 
or months. The prognostigator extends a feeler from his solar 
plexus (he may consult astrology charts, read cards, use any method 
of fortune telling but he is using this only as a crutch); to be brief, 
he actually, all of them do, extends a “‘feeler” over this secondary 
current and translates what he senses. The actual process is so 
subtle it is almost impossible to explain but I thought you might 
care to foretell future events. I hope my poor explanation has been 
worth your time. 

Let me show you some of the unpleasant aspects of being a 
psychic. І, personally, will be glad if the day ever can come when 
I have no such ability left. It is my constant prayer that I get all 
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that useless knowledge out of myself. But as Shakespeare says, 
“What’s done cannot be undone”. І have opened “doors” and try 
as hard as I can, I cannot close them entirely again. People who 
are not sensitives can sleep deep untroubled sleep without any worry 
at all, but once you have contacted other planes of life in the Outer 
world, there are those, particularly the elemental spirits, who will 
not leave you alone once you have contacted them. To them, you 
are like а warm fireside in winter. They can taste life through you, 
and you dare not sleep each and every night unless you erect 
barriers. It isn’t much of a chore but you'll never forget to do so 
after you have failed to do so just once! Even with the barriers, 
they come clamoring at you, kindly, yes, like children and not at all 
bad, but most disturbing, their eagerness, their hunger. It 
penetrates the barriers and many a night you find yourself 
awakening in the middle of a scream of terror. 

Another unpleasant aspect of having probed in places you 
shouldn’t is that you can never lose the ability of knowing when 
another is going to die. This NEVER leaves you and you are 
tormented with the foreknowledge knowing that you can do nothing 
to prevent its happening. 

I was working at my trade of electricity in Beverly Hills, Calif. in 
an auto showroom, I was installing some spotlights by the huge front 
windows when I looked directly into the eyes of Wallace Beery. 
He was peering in through the light reflecting glass. In his eyes 
was that shocking, depthless “Death Look”. І knew instantly that 
he would be dead in a very short time and he was. 

Another time in Chapel Hill, М. С. I spoke to the gardener. In 
his eyes was that depthless, empty look as if you, being small 
enough, and you stood on the brink of his lids and jumped into his 
pupils, you would fall forever without ever touching bottom. I 
told my second wife that he would be dead іп а couple of days. She 
thought I was crazy, just shrugged it off with one of “those” 
expressions. But he WAS dead two days later as the result of an 
automobile accident. When I pointed this out to her, she said, “So 
what?”. 

I have seen this death look in the eyes of animals, and in the case 
of all my dogs, they did die, one after the other in spite of everything 
veterinarian science could do. 

What causes that look is that the soul turns inward, huddling in 
upon itself, knowing that the time of parting from the body is near. 
It feels a curious kind of shame more than fear. Like a woman I 
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saw come out of a doctor’s office and pass a group of waiting 
patients. Тһе doctor, in response to her demand, told her that she 
would die shortly from a virulent, rampant cancer. She shielded 
her face and hurried away to hide as if she had been rejected by God 
for some unknown misdemeanor, that as a living human she was an 
imposter, that she was being ejected from life dishonorably. 

This was false thinking, of course, but the soul sometimes thinks 
that way. It has been conscious of the eternal life vouchsafed to 
the spirit and knows it is only a shadow of the body and spirit but 
because it has had this intimate relationship with the spirit, it is filled 
with a pseudo-life and can know tragedy. 

The soul will not believe that its existence is limited any more 
than the average person will really accept that he will die someday. 
Like the person, it denies the fact. It is bewildered, yet knowing. 
That is why there is that strange hopeless emptiness in the eyes 
which you see before death. Just recently, I saw it in the eyes of 
a thirty-two year old man who seemed to all outward appearances to 
be as healthy as a bull. І dismissed my mental comment upon the 
sight as total nonsense. However, the fellow was dead in a few 
weeks of cancer, what the doctor’s call in the lawyers’ phrase, “an 
open and shut сазе”. 

There are small harmless “seeings” you can take in your stride 
like that most beautiful creature down on the farm in Fairfax 
County, Va. who was suddenly standing in the brightly lit room with 
a brass dish of apples in her hands, holding them out to me, offering 
them with the question in her beautiful eyes, her lips smiling with 
amusement as I tried to make mental contact. She had gorgeous 
strawberry-blond hair piled high upon her head, her face that of an 
aristocrat, wearing a pale blue dress cut not unlike that which 
Quaker women used to wear, but with white collars and cuffs too 
fancy for such. She was standing there beside the Adept and gone 
when the woman snapped angrily, “Donald! What are you seeing 
now? І wish you’d stop that! І thought you had reformed”. 

“I can’t help it”, I protested. “She was so pretty. І couldn’t 
help staring. She was offering me apples. I didn’t invite her 
here.” 

There is that door you can’t keep closed or locked in that old 
farmhouse near where we lived to which a certain head nurse in a 
Petersburg, Va, hospital can attest, as well as the cane tapping on 
the stairs and the footsteps, to which also my sister can attest, who 
had to calm the nurse while the sounds come down and down the 
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stairs and out that door. I was tempted to nail it shut, but I left 
it alone. Some ghosts can get quite mean if you do stupid things 
to thwart their desires. 

Occasionally, I do listen to the dead at graves if they are close to 
their bodies, which many are, at graves where the body is still of 
sufficient substance yet so that the soul is still held captive. There 
is something comforting and peaceful about this practice with the 
unruly, violent world rolling about you, listening to so many who 
don’t know they are dead and gossip with each other as if they were 
in a sunny room having tea and crumpets. I keep my psychic 
hands off, and wouldn’t tell them that they were dead if they asked. 

Sometimes the person is so filled with love that you feel a golden 
umbrella over and about you even on a dark rainy day. Believe 
me, your day becomes very special when that happens. 

I suppose you are certain by now that I am completely barmy, but 
I’m not, that is if the psychiatrists who tested me knew their 
business which I feel assured they did. І, personally, KNOW that 
I am not, but then I would be prejudiced. 

I put my ear against the walls of the old Alamo before it was 
reconstructed to preserve it and І could hear the cries and the sounds 
of battle. The fight against Santa Ana in 1836 is still going on in 
that ageless place between the Outer world and the earth mansion. 

Or again, when І was a child, standing beside my dear mother 
who was a sensitive to the nth degree. She was at the kitchen sink 
washing vegetables and suddenly there was the beating of great 
wings and the strongest scent of lilac, and I asked, “Mother, what 
on earth is that?” 

Her face became radiant with love and she lifted it while two tears 
came down her cheeks. “That’s darling Gertie, my little sister, 
your aunt. She’s telling us that she’s here. She died of spinal 
meningitis when she was only sixteen. І fought desperately for her 
life. I loved her so very much. She often comes to me.” | 

“Please don’t cry, Mother” I begged, not understanding until 
years later what she was talking about. 

These are harmless experiences if you let them come and go and 
leave them strictly alone. Yet, should you contact a ghost, and he 
asks you a direct question, you must subdue your fear at the 
strangeness of such an experience because you will frighten him if 
you don’t; and ever so tactfully, explain that his body is no longer 
with him; that he need have no fear; that he is safe in God; that the 
only difference now to him is that he has cast aside his body as he 
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would а no longer useful garment and ask that he pray with you. 

Then, in whatever words you address the Big One, ask God to 
help this stranger in a strange place, that he might find light and 
understanding and acceptance. Such praying means very little, 
however it will comfort the ghost because that is, generally, the only 
acceptable way of praying for him. 

Don’t treat the ghost as a “dead” person. And don’t allow 
yourself hysterical thinking such as, “I’m going crazy! I’m 
hallucinating! Га better see a doctor!” 

Don’t you become as bewildered as he and make him miserable. 
Accept the appearance as a perfectly natural thing, and use a casual 
mental tone as you find yourself talking to him from your mind 
directly. Just because you haven’t had the experience before is no 
reason to panic now. 


IX Some ESP Experiences 


I was waiting out script changes, other seemingly endless delays, to 
perform in a motion picture called CLEOPATRA in which 
Claudette Colbert was to star and in which I had been promised a 
part. As I was getting low in funds and the delays had stretched 
into months, I looked about for a temporary job in my then 
profession as actor. 

I was giving three performances on Radio, as M. C. of a variety 
program, the Donald Barrie Players, and reciting poetry with organ 
accompaniment on Sunday mornings but there was no pay as they 
were “sustaining” programs which the radio station was trying to 
sell to a sponsor. 

А І came upon an ad in one of the Los Angeles papers reading, 
Psychic wanted. See Mr К. at Lowes State Office Building.” І 

went downtown, saw the act manager, he and his wife listened to 

my Sunday radio program, she liked my voice, so I got the job. 

I opened the act at the La Tosca, a tiny motion picture theatre in 
a Spanish section of Los Angeles immediately advertised as 
INTERNATIONALLY FAMOUS PSYCHIC AND CRYSTAL 
GAZER. From there, I proceeded to play all the Fox West Coast 
Theatres with a huge gold banner advertising my name and abilities. 
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My name, for the first time, was in lights on both sides of the 
marquee, the full ballyhoo treatment in the newspapers, and I began 
at once to build a “following” (people who follow you from theatre 
to theatre) and for that matter even into the “Men’s Room”! 

An amazing number of people do not exhibit only natural 
curiosity but are abnormally fascinated by the supernormal to the 
point where they lose all common sense and become savage. They 
seem to think that people who do psychic work are possessed with 
the ability to perform miracles. 

There is a violently frantic quality about their approach to a 
sensitive which is frightening because the sensitive receives the raw 
fear-filled animal thrust which actuates such persons. They hope 
for something for nothing, some free miracle which will illuminate 
their humdrum lives. А madness seems to possess them and the 
sensitive can feel that there is only a hair’s breadth between their 
lust and the unrestrained violence behind it if they are not satisfied 
quickly. 

Many times, my manager had to fight them off, and with the help 
of special police get me into the manager’s office and lock it until 
he could get them calmed and to their seats in the theatre. The 
trip from the car until I got inside my dressing room, or the locked 
office, was an ordeal with people plucking at you frantically, 
screaming, and very close to tearing you up into little bits. 

I was always bathed in nervous perspiration after the first one 
would spy the car and give the battle cry, “There he is! There he 
is!” and I was finally home free. І always came to the theatre early 
so that I could have time for meditation coaxing the necessary calm 
poise back so that I could make full audience contact and give them 
the full measure of what they came for. When I would go home 
nights I felt certain that I knew how a tired whore must feel after 
being used іп the extreme and abused. Yet, while I was doing it, 
I loved the work. 

The modus operandi of the act was as follows: A large fish bowl 
was placed on a table in the front lobby with a big sign bearing 

instructions. | You were asked to write a question, sign your 
initials, fold the paper twice and put it into the fish bowl. 

One of the ushers guarded this bowl at all times. | Two spotlights 
would be directed at the stage. I would walk out onto the apron 
to stage center with one light spotting me. Тһе usher would come 
down the aisle and place the fish bowl upon a taboret on the far right 
and the other light would spot it. I carried a crystal ball in one 
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hand, was dressed in ordinary fashion for matinees; wore a dinner 
jacket for evening performances. 

Sometimes, the audiences in some of the more rugged parts of 
California would get unruly. It was then my job to get the 
audience back in hand. It wasn’t easy, but you couldn’t fail or run 
because if you did that would be your last performance. The 
trouble always came from a few toughs in the balcony. І would 
give these few my immediate attention because the audience always 
loves a situation like this. 

You can’t be ugly or belligerent. The audience would not 
forgive that. They are there to be entertained, not annoyed. 
You have to stand there and show your superiority in a gentle, firm 
way, and then they will be for you one hundred percent. 

“That gentleman in the balcony!” I would cry out. “Ніѕ friends 
who want so much for me to read for them—” (There is always 
a leader, so you point attention toward him; when you shut him up 
you have licked the rest.) “But their questions are of such an 
intimate nature, questions which certainly should not be answered 
publicly, but, however—” І would shrug with assumed resigna- 
tion and then proceed to answer supposed questions implying that 
their tough leader was homosexual, that I hadn’t wanted to bring 
this fact out before his friends and the public but I had been obliged 
to by their insistence. Тһе audience would roar with laughter at 
the discomfiture of those in the balcony while I rattled off their 
various vices, protesting that I didn’t want to bring these things out 
and then I would shade back to the serious nature of the act before 
а totally quiet, respectful audience. You'd never hear a peep out 
of the balcony after that. 

I always gave a preliminary speech telling the audience what I 
intended to do, asking them to respond to their initials when I would 
call same out by answering, “Here!” so the rest of the audience 
would know that I wasn’t just talking to myself. They could see 
that people they knew were being answered. Га tell them their 
questions which they had put into the fish bowl and give them the 
answers. It was necessary to entertain and amuse them as well as 
give an exhibition of ESP and sometimes when a question was asked 
which was really too personal to be answered in public, I would 
answer it fully, giving all the embarassing details and the audience 
would roar with laughter while the person who had asked the 
ridiculous question (such as, “Is my husband faithful to me and if 
not, why not?”) would creep out of the theatre red-faced. We were 
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never sued so I must have scored one hundred percent. 

The theatres did not pay us anything so that at the end of the act 
I would give another short speech telling the audience that I would 
give private readings free in the theatre to those who bought my 
book on astrology for one dollar. 

A dollar was a big thing in those days. Out of it, I got forty 
cents, my manager, sixty, as it was his act and he bore all expenses. 
He had to do the advance booking, etcetera. The mimeographed 
few pages of the “book” cost only a cent and a half apiece. 

The reason for the book sale was that the law of California 
prohibits receiving money for any psychic work and you go to jail 
іп a hurry if you take any. Опе of the dodges of both the men 
and women detectives was to cram a five or ten dollar bill into your 
hand, effusive with their hypocritical appreciation, and with deep 
fake awe in their voices. І used to love them and amused myself 
with them by giving horrendous readings and I imagine some of 
them sweated out the new few days just in case I might be right. 
One section of the city never bothered us because a police lieutenant, 
just for kicks, wrote a question and I was able to give him a lengthy 
reading from the stage and checking weeks later found all of what 
I had predicted for him had come true. 

About the five or ten dollar bill crammed into my hand so that I 
could be arrested, you dropped it in a hurry and told the police 
person to take it away fast! It always amused me to see the look 
of disappointment on their faces. 

“Love Offerings”, however, dropped into a basket by the door 
and not passed from hand to hand were exempt from the law which 
reasons in some roundabout way that this is a religious offering. 
This is the only means of support for the Psychic who reads in an 
office or at home. р 

I made a living and helped many who came to me for advice. 
There were a few failures. Тһе reason for all but two was the 
attitude of the person coming to you for a reading of past, present 
and future or for the answers to specific questions. These would 
come with belligerence spiking out all over them, convinced that 
you were a fake before they had even seen you and in consequence 
had closed and locked all doors to their minds. You can’t read for 
them, yet your manager has taken their money for the book and they 
have a slip in their hands which promises a “free” reading and if you 
don’t say something and in a hurry, they’ll scream, “FAKE!” | 

I used psychological tricks to get through the mental barriers. 
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Everyone crosses his legs and hands when he sits in front of a job 
interviewer, or a sensitive for a reading, or the “Boss”, or an agent 
for the department of Internal Revenue. It’s an atavistic instinct 
to protect, hide weaknesses, which we all have. EVERYONE, the 
most innocent, does it. І was grateful for this instinctive gesture. 

І would snap, “Uncross your legs! Uncross your hands!” 
They would do so immediately and in that second their minds would 
be blank, all barriers down from surprise, I would enter and HOLD! 
Then the reading could be pleasurable for me. І never ceased to 
delight in feeling that moment of non-loneliness. 

We’re born alone, we live alone and we die alone. We cannot 
share our real selves with each other. But the sensitive can join 
with another in the most intimate communion. He is ONE with 
another. All the warmth of friendship exists truly. Не is father, 
mother, brother, sister, friend of a complete (until now) stranger. 
True, the relationship is impersonal, and made in deep respect, and 
what he has seen in another is blacked out at the moment the contact 
is broken. It always surprised me every time a client returned for 
the second, third, fourth time to find that mental file open 
immediately contact was made and all that I had predicted, even if 
months in the past, was right there and I could repeat our previous 
conversation verbatim. To do so, as I did, inspired greater 
confidence and deepened and widened the contact so that I could 
range further over the lifescape. Then the gift of “second sight” 
could be used fully and valuably. 

A Senator’s wife came to me for a reading once in the past, asking 
my advice as to her stocks. І told her to sell everything she had, 
to get out of the Market fast and stay out. She didn’t take my 
advice but she told her sister and the sister sold everything just 
before the stock market crash of 1929. І didn’t know at the time 
that I had predicted it. The Senator’s wife lost almost all of her 
considerable fortune. 

BUT suppose I had misread? It can and does happen. You 
can tune іп and misinterpret. It is strictly, “You pays your money 
and you takes your choice” proposition for that one who seeks advice 
ofa psychic. No one is infallible and there are so many pretenders. 

One thing, in lieu of pay, all of the theatres gave us was the use 
of the theatre for a Friday LADIES ONLY, Matinee. One main 
feature would be shown. After the movie, I would be on the stage 
for one hour and tried in that time to answer a question for every 
person in the audience. Out of the receipts, the motion picture 
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operator, the ticket seller and taker would be paid. Му manager 
would usher. Lights and music would always be controlled from 
the projection booth and the operator up there would get an earful 
of women’s problems which sometimes were quite clinical, especially 
when a woman would ask why her husband was not faithful to her. 
Why I wasn’t tarred and feathered or shot by someone I do not know 
because, as women only were in the audience. І didn’t hesistate 
to lay out the naked facts as I received them. It was noted that 
the neighborhood drug store always did a thriving female business 
after each Friday matinee. 

I was out in Eagle Rock, California, performing at the theatre 
there. Usually, the theatre manager allowed me the use of his 
office in which to give my readings but this fellow wouldn’t so I had 
to work behind a screen set up on the mezza-nine around a dim 
amber bulb. 

I stood there waiting for my first client and in my mind a single 
world began to resound, “Mining!” over and over, sounding hollow 
as in a radio studio echo chamber. Anyone else would have rushed 
to a psychiatrist but this was по new experience for me. И told 
me that my first client would be a man, that he had doubts in my 
ability, that he would ask as his first question, “What business am 
I in?” 

This type of question always annoyed me. “How much money 
have І got in my pocket?” Or single girls wearing a borrowed 
marriage ring or other childish dodges. It was sometimes difficult 
not to become impatient with people but most are children really 
and you have to put up with a little nonsense if you want to help 
them. 

A man did come into the booth and І cautioned him not to speak, 
telling him immediately that he was going to ask what type of 
business he was in and that I considered that kind of question 
insulting as І had just given a performance, and that what in the hell 
did he spend a dollar for if he didn’t have faith in me from the onset? 

He paled a bit, totally unaware that I had just read his mind, 
explaining humbly that he had to be certain of my ability before he 
could trust in what I might tell him. Ніѕ attitude mollified my 
impatience, and because I could feel uneasiness in his mind and that 
nothing which had occurred between us had registered yet. He 
was іп a very tiny state of shock. І let him voice the question and 
then paused until his thinking pointed in my direction. 

I told him that he was in the mining business. His reaction was 
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as if I had hit him in the abdomen. Не jerked backward апа 
swallowed audibly. He was a man who hadn’t had much contact 
with others. He was exceedingly shy. І liked him because of his 
decency, his earnestness and simplicity. There certainly are 
wonderful people in this world! I did my best for him. He 
touched my hand for a moment before he left and I grew terrified 
that he was going tocry. Не made me deeply ashamed of myself. 
I felt that I was treading on sacred ground in that beautiful mind, 
in which, though as a result of his own request, I had dared to 
intrude. People can be such precious things, depend upon you 
like children with such enormous appeal that it tears at your heart 
when you can’t give them the answers they want so badly. Like 
the mother, fighting against her tears, asking stoically, “Where is 
my daughter?” 

I could see the daughter dead, buried not too far away. But I 
lied. I told the woman that her daughter was well and happy, that 
she must stop trying to find her, that all of us had the right to private 
lives, that if she did what I told her, that the daughter and she would 

“be joined in the not too far distant future, that she must give up the 
search and be patient. She agreed. She walked out with her 
head-up, her shoulders squared. 

Surely, I can be forgiven for this half-lie? 

Then there was the frightened girl from Japan, the daughter of 
missionaries. She had come to California to get into the movies. 
She was beautiful, but I could see the long empty months in front 
of her, a job as a waitress, trouble with a jealous girl, a hastily made 
marriage, two children, a run-away husband, a time of poverty and 
struggle but then, reconciliation with her parents, adjustment to life 
as it was, peace and contentment, that her child, her second girl, 
would accomplish what she had wanted to do. 

I didn’t dare tell her this. She was hysterial enough already. 
She was watching my face. І never could dissemble. Before I 
could talk around the facts, sugar coat them, she burst into tears 
and ran out of the booth. We are not gods, we have not the right 
to deprive people of hope. At least, that is my thinking. 

I do thank God that unhappy phase of my life is over. I had 
youth and resilience then. I could not bear the burden of 
heartbreak and grief now. It is too much. Some psychics, like 
some doctors and nurses, can face this sort of thing daily and not 
get involved emotionally. I can’t. Today, I absolutely refuse to 
read for anyone, though, occasionally, people plead so that you feel 
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like a boor if you keep on refusing. І give in, but I don’t like it. 
It repels me now where at one time I enjoyed the work. 

People say, “Tell me the truth. Don’t spare me. І can take 
whatever you have to tell me, no matter how bad it is.” Виш to 
the very last one of them — they are liars! You see the features 
crumple, the eyes grow intensely bright, the rigid smile, then the 
“Jast mile” walk to your door. AND І TOO die inside!. Not 
me! Never again! 

A friend of mine, the sister of a world famous actress, went to a 
psychic on Lexington Avenue, in New York City. Тһе psychic’s 
child was sitting on a stool playing with her doll. The stool and 
the child levitated but the child wasn’t bothered in the slightest. 
Evidently it was a common occurrence! 

Anyway, this friend of mine, when the psychic was in a deep 
trance, asked the male “guide” who spoke through her for a formula 
to preserve the youth of her face. She is no more vain than any 
other woman, but like a woman, didn’t want to lose her beauty. 
The guide told her to take the pencil and paper which she had ready 
and write. 

I bought this formula later from her and manufactured it and put 
it on the market under the name PLASTIQUE. І made a living 
for some time on this amazingly effective formula during the periods 
I was “аг liberty” from the theatre. 

Another time I was engrossed in an old grimoire I had been lent 
after much persistent coaxing. I was seated at a table doodling on 
a piece of paper on my right. When I turned to light a cigarette 
I found that I had drawn a perfect huyvushi. І turned the paper 
over and sketched a pentalpha, then became absorbed once more in 
the grimoire as I had found the symbols and the incantation to evoke 
good old Aziabelis. Не is not an evil demon. Moses, Aaron and 
Solomon respected this spirit and used him. Не is an ancient spirit 
to speak of age in earthly terms, many, many thousands of years old 
in the earth mansion (of course, all spirits are ageless). Не didn’t 
want to go on in development any further. 

I was only half aware of what I was doing because while I copied 
the letters and symbols on to the pentalpha, I was also mulling over 
a knotty money problem and needed a solution which I couldn’t 
figure out for myself and I had gotten no response from another 
form of prayer. I was mouthing the incantation, having difficulty 
with the pronunciation when I felt a heavy blow on the forehead 
and, before me as the air thickened rapidly, an eye appeared. This 
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disembodied eye was more than two feet across. It was observing 
me while my flesh crawled and І fought back the urge to scream. 

Past, inground discipline, held my mind steady. І didn’t rub 
my forehead. I didn’t dare to move. І was half stunned. 
Without moving my eyes I took in sight of the paper on my right at 
the symbols I had scrawled there. I hadn’t put an admonitory 
versicle in the encircling double circle nor set up any protective 
armor. І hadn’t been planning on doing anything. І had only 
been satisfying my curiosity. 

Keeping my mind a complete blank, I stabbed at the drawing with 
the sharp point of my pencil, succeeding in tearing а hole in one of 
the symbols. The eye vanished. My body burst out in a cold 
sweat. I went into the bathroom and vomited. 

I prayed in the bathroom, then went back into my study and took 
up the paper and burned it. 

I have never read another incantation out loud since and doodling 
became another NO! МО! There is too much buried in my mind 
that I shouldn’t know because it is useless knowledge and I certainly 
never intend to practice it even though the practice of proven magic 
such as taught by Abra Melin is completely “white” and safe. 

This hitting and hitting which seems to leave no effect was 
experienced by my mother and father at 401 Hampshire Street, 
Buffalo, New York. They were sitting at their dining room table 
having tea. Му mother was knitting, and my father was reading 
the newspaper when a tremendous sound crashed out in the room. 
My father dropped his newspaper and my mother her knitting work 
and they stared at each other. They looked at the round mahogany 
table upon which it had seemed as if someone had smashed down a 
fifteen pound sledge. But the teacups were on the saucers. 
Nothing had been disturbed. 

“What in thunder was that?” my father cried. 

“Someone just died,” Mother said and resumed her knitting. 

There was a bathroom window, partly open, across from the 
dining room where my parents were sitting. There was an elderly 
woman in the tub of that house next door who had a stroke and lost 
her life by drowning in that tub of water the moment my father and 
mother had heard that hitting on their table, as my folks learned 
later. 

Another, a different kind of projection, there was a three year old 
girl down the block on this same street who accosted a man as he 
walked by her. She threw her arms about one of his legs, hugged 
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on and he couldn’t get her loose without hurting her. He asked 
the why of the hug. 

“Because you are my uncle,” the child replied, smiling up at him. 

The man protested that she had made a mistake. She insisted 
she was right, told him his name, the names of her supposed mother 
and father, all sorts of things about his family which he felt the child 
shouldn’t and couldn’t possibly know. 

He was astounded and puzzled. Не took her home to her real 
parents, brought his own relatives over but none of them could move 
the child from her continued protestations. 

The people, the child had claimed as relatives, had lost by death 
a girl of three. As they figured it out, their child had died at about 
the hour the child who claimed them as relatives was conceived. 

Was this an example of ESP, or another proof that reincarnation 
is a fact? 

During the time I worked on the stage as a psychic, to the 
annoyance of my manager, I used to make general predictions 
covering local and world affairs, and afterward, backstage in the 
dressing room, he would shout in fury, “You blasted idiot, don’t 
you realize that you are booked back at this theatre three weeks from 
now?” 

“But I can’t help making the predictions,” I would protest. 

“Well, make them to happen in a year from now, better still two 
years, and make them more vague. People forget, but never in a 
week or two weeks from now!” 

“Don’t you believe in them?” I asked him. 

“Hell, no!” he replied, looking at me as if I were insane. “Don’t 
tell me that YOU do!” 

That’s why I quit doing the act. Also, people don’t really 
believe and you feel silly and useless. If they could see and feel 
some of the things I have seen and felt and KNOW, they’d go totally 
mad because their minds would refuse to countenance what they 
believe so absolutely CANNOT BE SO! 

The general public tolerates psychics with tongue in cheek. You 
are an “entertainer,” a harmless fake with a glib tongue. They “go 
along with the gag”, to be amused. Someone said, so wisely, 
sometime ago, “If you can’t fight ’em, join ’em,” and I have done 
that to some extent by putting aside the practice of this useless 
phenomena. 

Outside of that attitude of mind, ESP is a certain road to 
unhappiness because it is an absolute fact that almost all pyschics 
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remain poor, get exotic diseases, have more than their share of 
violence and loss in their lives and are always more miserable than 
normal people because the best psychic is an “empty vessel” into 
which the client pours all of his ills, his woes, his griefs, his worries, 
his fears, all of his negative thinking, his problems, his desperation, 
tinging the psychic’s psyche with the shadows of karmic accumula- 
tion that becomes like a “cloud” on the deed of real estate. 

It is the sensitive who pays the big price to gain the smaller 
whether it be fame, adulation, or coin of the realm. І want no part 
of such an unfair bargain. 


X An Experience After I Died 


At my advanced age I have all my own teeth, thank God, except six. 
One of these lost six was responsible for my death. 

When I was about eighteen, I went to Dr. Washington Daley on 
the upper west side in New York City to have a neglected tooth 
cared for. The doctor had just lost his wife and was shaken with 
grief. He asked me to go to specialists on Fifth Avenue who would 
give me gas. He told me there was spiral decay and that it would 
be a very difficult extraction. 

So I went, got in the chair, to have my first experience with gas. 
I had taken ether in the past and had almost died then but had been 
told that the gas was much different from ether in after effects 
particularly. There was just one doctor and his nurse. They 
adjusted a large rubber cap over my nose and mouth and told me 
to breathe deeply. І began to get a little nauseated. The rim of 
the cone was pressed against my eyes so I couldn’t open them. 

Suddenly, in one ear, I heard the doctor shout with desperation 
in his voice, “His heart!” 

In the other ear, the nurse protested accusingly and vehemently, 
“I didn’t know! І didn’t know!” 

At that moment a coruscation of light like a sun going into nova 
burst inside my head and I was gone. Then came awareness of 
standing upon a giant oblong human brain about ten feet across at 
the long part. All the gray convolutions were under my feet and 
the footing was firm. As I looked down at it I began to realize the 
immense unused power that was latent in this thing. Eager to get 
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at this power and use it, I stooped down, scooped with both hands 
full of the gray matter to bring it close to my eyes for examination, 
but it dribbled out from between my fingers. 

I grew desperate in my eagerness. Here was a chance to find 
full use of the brain and I wanted so badly to get control of its utmost 
power. A voice in my mind told me that a certain key sound would 
solidify and unlock this treasure chest and immediately, I SAW a 
sound! Yes, SAW а sound and heard it at the same time. 

The sound was comprised of many plates of varying degrees of 
thickness, the thinnest at the top. There was a high keening sound 
growing every higher as the plates, accordion bellows fashion, 
compressed towards each other. 

The “Key” was there. І knew it! But at what pitch was the 
problem to decide, and then my chance was gone. 

Instead, I was standing upon a vast plain of short cropped grass 
and against the distant horizon, in the far centre, was a huge 
mountain, pyramid shaped, that reared up with lesser mountains on 
either side of it. 

This simple scene filled me with awe because I became aware that 
this wasn’t just scenery I was looking at but a symbol of immutable 
truth impossible for me to see or comprehend in any other fashion. 

The symbol represented Omnipotence. I don’t know how I 
knew that but I did. There was a factor in it which shocked me 
to the depths of my being. I was looking at it and at the same time 
knowing that I was not able to comprehend the absoluteness of it. 

I was completely paralyzed by the realization that here before me 
was the Secret of the Ages. Here was unchangeable, omnipotent 
LAW to which everything and everyone must conform and that 
there was no escaping the required eventual conformation. 

My ego, as a human, bristled violently against acceptance of such 
a fact, but there was that other part of me which knew conclusively 
that this was the only way anyone COULD go and that sooner or 
later everything and everyone had to go through it and in doing so, 
conform. 

I felt trapped. But there was only one way to go and it was 
before me, and if I wanted to develop further, I had to accept. I 
could understand in that moment how such a creature as Satan and 
others of his ilk could exist for a time, but couldn’t exist eternally 
as the beautiful Strength in that Perfection had irresistible appeal. 
This Entity was all love, tolerance, patience and while it did not 
command, it beckoned gently. But I couldn’t abnegate my ego. 
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It did not mean а surrendering of my individuality, І would never 
lose that, but the choice between good and evil would be taken from 
me forever. Not that I wanted to be other than good, but I wanted 
to be good because I, personally, had decided that was the way it 
should be. І knew it was rampant pride but I clung to the right 
of decision with a senseless desperation. 

With respect and humility, eyes averted, I began the process of 
blanking out sensing of It. І wanted to get as far away from It as 
I could. І fought the hysteria of fear in me at the same time, I 
knew I had nothing to fear. No harm could ever come from that 
Creature. The wistfulness in It was reaching me but I fought it 
away. 

Then my back was finally turned and a strong sensing of the world 
of humans was upon me and the sweetness of that world was 
sensually intoxicating. I knew I couldn’t leave it for a while. 
Not yet! 

As if I were patted upon the back by Someone Who Understood, 
а gift came into my mind. Because I had turned away from the 
wonderful opportunity which I couldn’t accept, still I had partially 
understood what few humans are given the chance to see and try to 
comprehend. І knew I had gained something, and then I saw what 
it was. Like a pack of cards thrown into the air, I saw, strung out, 
all the arts and sciences and I was shocked to realize that the most 
developed of them were only half right, almost as if a child had 
developed them and then I saw what was wrong. 

Man had not yet discovered the basic “Mother” which was 
common to all these disciplines. It was the Mother of all the Arts 
and Sciences which man had not yet learned existed. It was called 
RHYTHMUS. I saw what it was and how it should be used. 

The basis of all man’s arts and sciences is based upon his imperfect 
math. Тһе progression of his calculations begins with the error 
that one and one make two, which they cannot. “Two” is 
considered a union into one, meaning the sum of two EQUAL parts. 
As there are not two equal quantities or things or people or colors, 
etc. in our universe, this error in his thinking blurs all that he does. 

I could understand why he could not calculate the exact life of a 
piece of steel, when it would “tire”, crystalize and break, how 
stresses and pressures and weights could not be calculated to a 
nicety, but if Rhythmus were used this could be predicted exactly. 

Then I saw a demonstration of how it could be used in art. 
There were two oil paintings, one a foot square tagged with a price 
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of one thousand dollars, and another five foot square tagged with a 
price of ten dollars and I could see that these market prices were fair 
because with Rhythmus, the exact degree of that imponderable “art” 
could be calculated ineach. That even if you could not understand 
how it worked, that like a weighing scale, if you matched anything 
against it, you would be shown a true measurement. 

I stared fascinated at the Rhythmatron, a use of this undiscovered 
basic in an educational theatre. І saw how it would put a total end 
to gambling, that where men bet against the probabilities of 
imperfection, this basic ruling, clarified judgment, if you will, that 
they would KNOW what would happen if they rolled dice, or took 
a handful of cards or even tossed pennies. І could see how some 
gamblers without knowing about Rhythmus had the instinct of it 
and were considered “lucky”, while others without the sensing, were 
not. I saw how the poet, the musician, the sculptor could use it 
and spiral up a perfection that would grip the beholder so intensely 
with the perfection of beauty that the emotional response would be 
tremendous like an intoxicating pain, a glorious thrill not yet 
experienced but by few men such as Frans Hals, Salvador Dali, 
Albert Einstein, etc. 

Flitting illustrations of its use passed across my mind and I strove 
mightily to understand this mother art so that I could tell others 
what it was. 

Into my mind came the words, “RHYTHMUS IS THE BASIC 
MEANS OF MANIPULATING ANY DISCIPLINE BY 
HARMONIZING VIBRATING PLANES OF ENERGY INTO 
SUBTLE, SIMPLE OR ABSTRACT PATTERNS FOR THE 
PURPOSE OF CREATING BALANCED STRUCTURES OF 
CONVERTED FORCE FOR SPECIFIC USES.” 

Then I saw a series of tables, not unlike multiplication tables, but 
the symbols represented rates of vibration of all known substances 
with rules for coalescing, permutation, computation, etc. 

Regretfully, I made the mental comment that the retranscribing 
of all those symbols would require a greater memory and under- 
standing than I had, that even though they were so simple as to be 
almost imponderables of a most elemental kind but to hold them in 
my mind would be like grasping at falling snow so as to retain a 
memory of each individual design. 

Then a roaring filled my ears and the sound of highly excited 
voices. The huge professional chair in which I sat was being tilted 
so that one moment my head was at the floor and then, again, 
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upright. І found later that this is called the “rocking” method of 
sloshing the blood about in the body to make the heart start again. 
There were doctors and nurses all around the chair. Most faces 
wore an expression of deep concern. They began to smile when I 
opened my eyes. 

There was a pretty nurse with red hair to the left of a group of 
about eleven persons. They were all medical personnel identified 
by their uniforms, hastily summoned, I supposed, from the other 
medical offices along the hall of the professional building. 

І had died under the gas from the shock to my heart. Му body 
never could accept total anesthesia. They had not only used the 
rocking method but from the puncture marks on my arm and on my 
body they had evidently injected adrenalin and God only knows 
what else to get my heart working again. 

I caught a glimpse of my face in a mirror as I staggered along, 
helped by the doctor and a nurse to a private cubicle and made to 
lie down оп a leather couch. It was red, suffused as never before 
with blood and covered with globules of sweat that stood out upon 
it like a crystal mask. 

They wouldn’t let me sleep. І recovered rapidly and after 
proving that I could walk without staggering, that my body did not 
tremble, they let me go. 

When I stood upon the sidewalk of Fifth Avenue again, it was 
still morning, my mind came out of the daze and began orienteering 
to that part of the city where I was and what had happened. It 
seemed that I had come from a distant, timeless place more than 
galaxies away. І felt hollow, empty of age and maturity as if I had 
just been born. 

I walked for miles, I don’t remember where, and I made an 
apology to Omnipotence, knowing why the experience had hap- 
pened. І always have had an intense hunger for knowledge and 
almost made a home out of the New York Public Library at 42nd 
Street and Fifth Avenue. І would have to leave at ten p.m. because 
that was the time they closed, but there would be the next day and 
the next. I was studying white and black magic, psychic 
phenomena, the arts of the ancient alchemists, and necromancers, 
sanskrit, cuneiform at twelve years of age. | Languages are not my 
metier also, I am too lazy a person, so I gave up the study of 
Sumerian because I wanted to read the sages and the magus in their 
native tongues, but there were endless books already translated and 
I was impatient to know the whole blasted thing in one gulp. 
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Right now! І had been in the practice of the eastern philosophy 
since childhood and I used extreme and sometimes forbidden 
practices (forbidden in the sense that they REALLY can blow your 
mind!) as years marched on to make the whole answer in complete 
awareness available to my mind. There is the KEY UNDER- 
STANDING WHICH MAKES SENSE OF EVERYTHING. 

So I had my wish in that moment I died and now as I walked I 
prayed to God to come to acceptance of IT in not one vast gulp, but 
step by step. 

I knew from the sight of that symbol which was etched in depth 
upon my entire being that my mental capacity was unable to do other 
than exactly that. Maybe some day, in some time period, I would 
be able to accept that ever-so-gentle invitation. 

Incidentally, I found that the dentist had extracted the tooth in 
spite of all that had happened to the poor man that morning! 

But as I walked, I doodled with a variety of thoughts. One of 
which was trying to say that it was only a gas-induced dream. І 
remembered that Plato had said, “God is always geometrizing.” 
Pythagoras called God the “Great Geometrician,” but turned away 
from this awareness and continued his life confused upon this point 
even though he said, “Geometry must ever tend to draw the soul 
towards the truth.” 

Humanity is ONE in “Nature” – ONE! 

Old folks thought of arithmetic as a number at rest and music as 
a number in motion. 

Then I remembered the words of Henri Fabre, “Geometry, that 
is to say, the science of harmony in space, presides over everything. 
We find it in the arrangement of a fir-cone, as in the arrangement 
of an Epeira’s living web; we find it in the spiral of a snail shell, in 
the chaplet of a spider’s thread, and in the orbit of a planet; it is 
everywhere, as perfect in the world of atoms as in the world of 
immensities and this universal geometry tells us of a Universal 
Geometrician, whose divine compass has measured all things.” 

And I knew it was по gas-induced dream — Let all of us thank 
God FOR God! 


XI The Restless Dead At Mill House 


The southern part of America has always seemed to me to have more 
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ghosts than the northern or western parts have. It is older and 
more battles have been fought there, but then there is something 
about the very earth, the atmosphere, that is different from any 
other place on the globe. Even London, England, does not 
compare. The ghosts abroad seem tired. І don’t know how else 
to describe them. It sounds funny, but it again is the only way І 
can express my experiences with “foreign” ghosts, they don’t seem 
to care whether they manifest or not, while in southern America they 
seem just “bursting” to show themselves. 

Therefore, I would like to take you into the backwoods of Virginia 
to two farms there and a section of the woods and fields between 
these two places. І would like you to get the “feel” of the land 
and the locals. If ата bit lengthy in my so doing, please forgive 
me but I want to take you IN there with me. 

I plead for your patience as I can take you closer to the experiences 
if you will bear with me and your reward will be а better 
understanding of the reasons for these manifestations. То me they 
are rather wistful and a little sad. 

Mr. Hawks was a widower with one nineteen year old daughter. 
He operated his flour and meal mill in Virginia between Fairfax 
Station and Clifton. Не had the only mill in the county and 
therefore prospered and was considered wealthy, though his mode 
of living did not indicate this. 

It was back in the early seventeen hundreds when the young men 
of that day used to gather in the mill on the upper floor, do feats of 
strength and carve their triumphs into the massive beams. Up 
here, the huge stone grinding wheels turned ponderously. The 
sun shone its golden heat, the countryside was lushly green and the 
air sweet and clean. Those young men found it good to be alive. 
You could feel this joyousness from the things they carved into the 
supporting beams. 

The didn’t like the lower floor because of the long flour filters 
constantly shaking kept a cloud of dust in the air and they well knew 
that any spark could blow the mill out of existence. 

Also, there was more likelihood of seeing Nancy Hawks as the 
small business office was on the second floor and Nancy helped her 
father with the accounts. If she happened to be looking while they 
were straining under some big weight, then so much the better. 

The young bucks knew she that she would be a top prize as a wife 
because not only was she pretty but the man who won her hand 
would be in line for inheritance of the mill and her father’s money. 
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But Asa Hawks wanted her to marry a local doctor who also was 
wealthy, had a large farm, a beautiful colonial mansion, sheep, 
livestock, and a spanking team to pull his carriage through the red 
mud of the Virginia roads. | However, the doctor was an old 
widower, handsome yet, lean as a boy, but intolerant, and noted for 
his fiery temper. 

Nancy feared him as a husband. It would be trading one jailer 
for another with nothing to gain, and she did observe the bulging 
muscles, the bright eyes, the admiration, the eagerness for her which 
meant she could have her own way with whomever she chose. 
Also, their lean, strong young bodies and fiercely moustached faces 
had a special appeal. She didn’t want to give her youth away, she 
wanted to share it. 

Asa would not tolerate any courting, any familiarity of any kind. 
One young buck, Adam by name, particularly was forbidden the 
precincts of the mill and a ready shotgun in the office was silent 
argument that he hadn’t better! 

The Mill House was to the left of the mill, about fifty feet away, 
built into the sloping hillside in the English fashion where a hill 
exists on the property. That is, the first floor was dug into the 
hill, and up one flight of stairs you would be on level with the hillside 
again. It saved material, gave you а root and preserve cellar and 
a kitchen on the first floor, two bedrooms on the second, conserved 
heat, and gave insulation against winter cold. 

There was a soapstone mine on the rear of the property which Asa 
leased out and added to his income. On the front lawn was a stone 
crypt housing the spring. To the left of the entrance path was the 
“Spring House”. А stone building with a concrete channel in the 
floor through which another icily cold spring water flowed and in 
which crawfish manoeuvred. It was here where the ollas contain- 
ing the butter and cream were kept along with the cider, vegetables, 
etc. 

Both the root cellar and the kitchen had a “stomped” mud floor 
as clean and serviceable as any other, The root cellar was also used 
as а “drap” room (you take things in there an’ you draps’em). It 
was here that the flax and the spinning wheels were kept along with 
the wooden churn, ham, sides of bacon, salted side meat, the 
hundreds of jars of vegetables, meats, peach stones (kept to flavor 
jams and jellies), the big combination ham and laundry boilers, the 
homemade soap, the working corn mash, etc. 

There were no windows in this room because on the porch, 
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outside, was another large closet of an office where the safe was kept 
and such files as necessary. 

Adam was an exceedingly clever young fellow deeply in love with 
Nancy. How he was ever able to continue courting her and get 
her to elope with him was one of the major mysteries of the 
neighborhood where secrets could not exist, or so thought the locals. 
You cannot do anything, no matter how cautious you are, which the 
whole county doesn’t know about and discuss in distressing (for that 
person involved) detail. 

Asa slept in the east room and Nancy in the west. Her window, 
like both at the rear of the house, opened upon the hill, the level of 
which was only three feet below her window. It was through this 
which she escaped. Adam had gotten а license in a distant locality. 
She mounted Adam’s farm horse a hundred yards from the mill 
house and off they went to a kindly minister who had promised to 
wait up for them. 

Asa was outraged. There was nothing he could do legally except 
disown Nancy which he promptly did and he never forgave her nor 
would he accept his grandchildren. Asa drove them away with a 
horsewhip when they brought their children to see their grandfather, 
cursing them to perdition. 

The old man’s hair whitened in the weeks after the marriage and 
the young bucks stopped coming to the mill. Even the customers 
hated to go there with their grain and corn to put up with Asa’s face 
and manner. His features had grown into a mask of hatred and 
his mind seemed poisoned with suspicion. The most simple 
transaction was trying. He spoke only when necessary and then 
in the growl of an animal. 

On the night he died in the east room, as folks figured it out later, 
a great storm washed a flood of water down the stream. No one 
had opened the flood gate so it came down the race also in rolling 
fury, tearing the aged mill wheel loose, ripping the pieces of it away 
from the building, distorting the machinery, breaking out the 
wooden teeth, the wooden ratchets, the adaptors, flooding into the 
mill itself which brought the inside of the mill as well into complete 
гип. 

His dead body was discovered quite a bit later and burried 
hurriedly in a shallow grave in the earth directly beneath the east 
window which looked out upon the mill, lowered by men with wet 
cloths bound about their faces. 

After lengthy court action, the daughter was given possession of 
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the mill property as she was the only heir who could be found. She 
planted periwinkle upon his grave which is the southern custom of 
marking the resting place of their dead and cried bitterly. She 
wouldn’t spend a night in the house because she said she could feel 
the weight of the old man’s hatred as if he were alive and it terrified 
her. 

She and her husband searched the house, the old safe, opened 
walls, dug, broke into the space between the roof and the ceilings 
of the bedrooms, explored every foot of the land, the mill, the 
abandoned soapstone mine, all the outbuildings, everywhere, with 
the neighbors helping, but never a penny of Asa’s money was ever 
found. There might have been some in his trouser’s pocket but 
the body when discovered was in such a state of purefaction that no 
one bothered nor would have dared. 

She sold the property and was glad when she and her husband 
and their progeny were completely out of the county with miles 
between them and that alive-in-death hatred. 

Whenever the new owner was absent, people from the entire 
county would come to search and dig for Asa’s treasure and vanish 
when the hooves of the owner’s horses would be heard upon the road 
coming home. 


The Adept to whom I have referred in other places rented the mill 
property with a long-cherished idea of starting a school of arts and 
crafts for the mountain children and the adults as well, as these 
mountain people are most amazingly talented and also exceedingly 
poor. Her idea was to take their oils, wood carvings, ceramics, 
and weaving and sell them without fee for these people and 
encourage them to develop their talents and create a school to teach 
different available techniques. But she and I, like the proverbial 
shoemaker’s children who go unshod, failed to psyche the idea out, 
didn’t count upon the glue red mud when wet of the Virginia roads 
of that time (1928). 

She got a VIP to come from New York on vacation, forgetting 
that to us a chambre du nuit in the bedroom, a big bowl and a 
pitcher of water were acceptable but might not be to others. А 
wood stove to cook on, and to me there isn’t any better, however 
our “conveniences” were of the crudest. Тһе poor woman almost 
died with horror. We figured that if we could please her that her 
comments back in New York to the swank set to which she belonged 
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would make the project possible through our profit from room and 
board. Alas, her auto had to be dragged from the wet mud road 
by mules. Also, she was a large woman, obese would be more 
accurate, and a chambre de nuit was definitely not her idea of a 
“convenience”. When she struggled back to New York City she 
regaled all her friends with her fantastic experience and in doing so 
killed our fond dreams. 

We were totally broke by that time. The Adept took off for 
Provincetown accepting the invitation of an artist friend. She left 
my sister and me with the assurance that she would send money for 
shoes (as ours were worn out) and our store-boughten clothes were 
now in rags. We had dungarees only, worn and faded. When 
she would send the money we could get dressed conventionally, go 
to the city, get jobs and reorganize our lives. 

My sister and I were “truck” farming. We had а few chickens 
and could trade their eggs for side meat, kerosene (a luxury) for the 
lamps, sugar, salt flour, tobacco, and a bit of store-bought candy. 
Talk about fantastic joy when you could actually bite into a candy 
bar! !!! It was the culmination of our wildest dreams. 

However, from a day-to-day basis, we made out just barely and 
sometimes not at all. One morning after six days without anything 
to eat at all and after a long period of semi-starvation I fell back onto 
the bed from weakness when І tried to rise that morning. It was 
quite a job to get onto my feet and get going about what little there 
was to do. І want to say this right now, we were HAPPY all the 
time and to struggle for a living like that was fun, as crazy as that 
sounds. 

Judy and I spent the greater part of a day flinging sticks and rocks 
up into a huge apple tree to get the only apple it had borne and 
finally when we got it down we carried it to the house like a rare 
treasure. I cut it in half with a surgeon’s precision and my sister 
said the most beautiful words I have ever heard іп my life. “I 
waive my privilege of taking first pick because I ama girl.” I had 
to study for a long time to decide which was the smallest half and 
take that. Then after Grace, we ate with small bites to make it last 
as long as possible. 

After the seeds and the stem had been consumed we lay together 
on the floor up in the east room pouring over the Sears, Roebuck 
catalog which offered gallon buckets of apple butter, and peanut 
butter, and candy. We filled out tremendous orders which, of 
course, we couldn’t send, but the sight of the beautiful food in that 
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catalog and the exceedingly careful choosing! We spent hundreds 
of dollars on paper and it comforted us and made the hunger less. 

The money that the Adept was sending to us was being stolen by 
an unscrupulous postmaster in the village, who, later, was put into 
an insane asylum. 

We had taken all the chickens over to the Adept’s parents several 
miles away after I murdered the rooster one dark night driven by 
hunger and after cooking the poor thing found we couldn’t eat him. 
And this is God’s truth, he came back on nights of the full moon 
and haunted us. You could hear him clearly crowing challengingly 
over across the road in the old chicken run, and when you went over 
there, you could hear him pecking at the stones and trying to draw 
the attention of the hens which was his practice when we would feed 
them. Don’t tell me that animals don’t have souls. There is 
“soul” in the plant, in the mineral, in everything that is God’s. 

But about the human ghosts! 

When you went into the drap room, you got what you went in 
there for and you got out as quickly as possible because the room 
seemed to have an evil life of its own, and you instinctively ducked 
your head every time as if to avoid a blow. There was nothing of 
form or definition in that room but the air was definitely heavier 
than out in the kitchen and it wasn’t just imagination on our parts. 
Also, it seemed to pulse. It was mindless but not blind if you can 
picture than sensing. 

One night of full moon when I had just gotten to sleep, my sister 
ran into the room and shook me awake. 

“Don,” she whispered excitedly, “‘there’s someone prowling 
around outside.” 

I went into the east room where she slept and looked out of the 
open window. The moonlight made the night like day. 

“Where?” I whispered. 

“Right below the window”, she told me. 

I leaned out and looked down. There was no one in sight but 
I could hear the heavy crunching footsteps of a man striding through 
the periwinkle bed beneath the window about ten feet down. 

“Who’s there?” I called, but the footsteps crunched on, going on 
down to the road and fading. No voice answered my query. 

Judy leaned out the window beside me. “Г you hear it?” she 
asked. 

I motioned to her for silence as the sound had begun again. We 
both discussed the sound in whispers as it was repeated over and 
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over beginning behind the house, coming around and down toward 
the road and the ruined mill. 

We closed the window and pulled down the curtain. “Now,” I 
said, “I know why those Smith brothers who live at the top of the 
hill always whistle loudly and carry those big railroad lanterns when 
they pass this place at night and why they call the place “Haunt 
Hollow!” 

Judy laughed. “Ме too!” she agreed. 

I asked her if she wanted to sleep in my room and I would move 
into hers. 

“Tm not afraid of ghosts,” she laughed. “АП I’m worried about 
is where our next meal is going to come from.” 

But that was the beginning. I went back to bed. І was almost 
completely asleep when it began. First there was a scraping sound 
in the wall beside my bed. 

“A snake must have crawled up inside the wall,” I commented to 
myself, turned over and ignored it. 

The drap room was directly below my bedroom. There came a 
viciously loud thumping on the floor as if someone had wrapped a 
rag about the head of a golf club and was hitting the ceiling (my 
floor) below. It couldn’t have been a rat, I figured, there being 
too many snakes about, and no snake would go banging his head on 
the ceiling even if he could retain his hold on the round beams, 
which were just barked poles. 

This thumping got quite loud. It was insistent. The sound 
seemed to say, “Сет out!” 

I got a little afraid and then angry. І lit the kerosene lamp, 
tucked my .22 rifle under my arm and went downstairs. There 
was no sound from Judy’s room as І passed и. І figured that she 
was asleep. І went down the stairs and stood at the door leading 
into the drap room. І could hear the thumping louder now. 
There was only a bent piece of wire for a catch to hold the door 
closed, so holding the lamp above my head so as not to blind my 
vision, I flipped up the catch on my rifle and moved into the door 
frame from which I could survey the whole room. There was no 
one there. The room had nothing in it as we were leaving in a few 
days and had moved things over to the Adept’s folks’ house. 
There was no place to hide. I examined the entire room 
meticulously. There was nothing in it. І fastened the catch so 
that the closed door couldn’t be opened easily and went back to bed. 
The moment I turned ош the light the thumping began again. І 
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ignored both the thumping and the rustling in the wall at my head 
and went to sleep. 

That is, ALMOST went to sleep. І was half-way into 
unconsciousness when I felt a physical force of active hatred at my 
back. І rolled over and faced the room, my sight grappling with 
the darkness. There was a grayish-black form by the uncurtained 
window outlined by the faint starlight. It wavered and grew in 
height, faded and came back more strongly. Finally, the smoky 
shape became slightly illuminated by a halo of what seem phospher- 
escence. It was an old man, powerful looking in spite of his thin, 
bony body. He had his fists raised and was beating them against 
something between himself and me as if he were beating upon a pane 
of glass through which he could not break. І felt I knew who it 
was. Old man Hawks! І tried to contact him with my mind but 
the push of raw hatred grew in force frighteningly. Hastily, I set 
up protective armor and began the chant of exorcism which I should 
have done when I first heard the footsteps beneath the window in 
Judy’s room. 

The smashing of implacable hatred came at me like puffs of 
smoke, all force draining from them. І knew he couldn’t hurt me 
no matter how he tried and I felt a tremendous pity for him, bound 
as he was in a hell of his own creating. 

He, I noted with alarm, was coming closer. І sprang to my feet, 
stretched out my arms, my feet apart and from my solar plexus 
projected the light of my superconscious at him, praying that he 
might be able to relinquish his hatred. Ви he was like a whirlpool 
of angry energy that would not resolve. The lust to hurt was the 
vortex of his mind. І reverted to a Catholic thing. І raised my 
hand in fear, making the Sign of the Cross and intoning the Latin 
of the blessing. I had been an altar boy and for a time dedicated 
to becoming a priest, and then a Jesuit, and then gave up that creed 
altogether to embrace Buddhism. But here I was doing the “Sign 
of the Cross” in desperation, and it worked! Slowly, he faded and 
was gone. 

I could feel the emptiness in the darkness of the room. But 
across the road, the rooster I had killed began to crow as never 
before. Му hackles began to rise, not only at the back of my head 
but the skin of my spine as if ancient atavistic instincts were aroused. 
WHY now, when Hawks was gone should I be so afraid? 

I know that roosters do not crow at night unless they are 
frightened. There wasno moon. І thought, was this poor thing 
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frightened or was he at his game of defying me and hating me Юг 
having done him to death? Мо one need laugh at this seemingly 
foolishness and my reaction as even plants, as has been proven by a 
man in his laboratory and has been recorded and checked by other 
scientists can feel pain, even read your thoughts, know when you 
intend to prune them and DO react when another plant has been 
hurt or destroyed. (Refer to FATE Magazine of October 1969 and 
read the article in it written by Walter McGraw). 

I could feel that something menacing had occurred or WAS 
occurring but I couldn’t tell what it was. І prayed for a time and 
then went back to bed, lying for a long time awake, probing, sensing 
out, but contacting nothing. 

An apt but badly worn quote has a place here. “Believe me, 
Horatio, there are more things in heaven and on earth than are 
dreamed of in thy philosophy.” 

І can only hope that animals, even though they deserve to be what 
they are, who die in violence, find peace and acceptance as all of us 
must. 

Judy and I had finally gotten enough money to get shoes and 
presentable clothes so that we could go to the city. We were going 
to leave in a few days (waiting for transport money), but during that 
time, every night, the house became more and more filled with 
disturbing sounds so that sleep became impossible. І tried every 
incantation I knew to clear and clean the place to no avail. The 
intense acid feeling of hatred seemed to color the very air we 
breathed indoors so we spent many hours of the night on the front 
porch and only when completely miserable from the dampness and 
cold would we retreat back to our bedrooms and seek uneasy sleep. 

The father of the Adept had taken all the furniture over to his 
farm from which we were to leave to catch the train to Washington, 
D.C. and Judy had ridden away with him. І remained behind to 
lock up the house and secrete the keys for the owner of the place as 
mutually agreed upon but hoped stubbornly for a last moment 
constructive conclusion with Mr. Hawks. 

The sun was shining warmly. I had started up the stairs to 
check the bedrooms to see if we had forgotten anything, with half 
a mind of that and reaching out, sensing, trying to come to terms 
with the old man’s ghost and reason with him. І stopped halfway 
up the stairs at the sound of an old man’s senile cackle that shivered 
upon my spine. The laughter was malicious and sounded slyly 
pleased. 
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There came a patter of footsteps on the stairs behind me but when 
I turned hurriedly there was no one there to see. Then I was 
brushed to the wall as some impatient force passed me. The 
rudeness hurt my feelings, I had loved the house, I didn’t want to 
leave it, and being pushed about made me more stubborn. І said 
some of the words Jesus used but it was as if I were talking to myself. 
Then a demonical laugh started to come first from here, then from 
there, and the pounding began in the drap room. 

I was intensely fear-angry. І steeled myself to complete what І 
had set out to do. І walked more slowly ир and into the rooms 
and then back down the stairs. I locked the door, numb with fear 
that I could do nothing to stop the maniacal sounds like bird-voices 
filling the house and which seemed to be gripping and pulling me 
back into the house. І was furious with myself that I should be 
on the verge of lack of control, a mental state upon which I had 
always prided myself never to lose. “I am not afraid!” I kept 
telling myself, finished locking the door, placing the key where we 
had agreed, and turning by force of will and going down the 
road with slow steady steps while emotions almost buffeted 
me into insanity. I wanted both to scream and to run but I 
did neither. 

I walked down the road to the bridge, turned for a moment when 
І reached for it and looked back at the house. I HAD TO! A 
face peered through the glass pane of the east window, a white-white 
face, the distorted face ofan old man. It was my tormentor. My 
hands trembled and I had to swallow hard and bite my lip to retain 
composure. There was no body below the face, only that face like 
a mask of chalk. І made the Catholic sign of blessing, turned, and 
went on my way. І tried not to cry but I couldn’t help myself. 
I had failed to reach and help him. 

Incidentally, Judy and I also searched for Mr. Hawks’ treasure 
but we didn’t find it. I wondered afterward, years later, if he could 
have buried it deep in the earth under the east window, buried it 
deep, not knowing at that time that he, in his turn, would be buried 
shallowly on the very same spot and that his grave would be planted 
with periwinkle to mark such, and that everyone would respect this 
last privacy and dig anywhere but. 

If he did know what had happened, and I suspect that he did, 
how he must have laughed in the comfortable earth, hugging his 
beloved hatred, with his treasure secure beneath him. 


Ta 


XII The Ghost Of The Irishwoman 


I was spending the night at my friend’s, the Adept’s parents’ home, 
bedded down in the little room off the main living room in a wide 
place under the stairs. Directly across from me was a window with 
the shade up. The Adept was sleeping on a couch in the living 
room just beyond the door at the far left. 

Out of a deep sleep, I was aroused by the sound of a tremendous 
crash. І could see out of the window. It was a night of the dark 
of the moon, but across the land, outside the window moonlight 
swept the darkness away and “‘sailing” past the window came a huge 
black cowled figure unmistakably that of a woman. 

After she passed, the moonlight went with her and then there 
came another crash loud enough to be the explosion of three sticks 
of dynamite. 

The peculiar thing about the light was that, somehow, though 
there was no moon, it was real and not an illusion as it shone in and 
was reflected from the headlights of an old Buick car which was 
parked out there facing the house. 

I whispered to the Adept, called her name, “Are you awake?” 

She said, “Yes, I was just about to ask if you were. Did you 
hear that awful sound?” 

“I did indeed,” I told her. “Did you see that figure of that 
woman who passed outside and took that moonlight which doesn’t 
exist with her when she was out of sight?” 

“No,” she said. “I have my back turned toward the window. 
І heard only that dreadful sound of something smashing. Соте 
in here and tell me about it.” 

I described what I had seen, how the huge figure had “sailed” 
past and of the strange light and the reflection of it in the headlamps 
of the Buick. 

“That was my grandmother!” the Adept exclaimed. “She never 
walked like ordinary people. She sailed grandly. She was a huge 
Irishwoman and she moved like a ship. She always wore that cowl 
and greatcoat when she went out searching for my father at night 
with her big lantern. Не? go ona spree with his friends and she’d 
worry about his impaired ability to make it back home. Shed 
roam through the wood on a night like that calling his name with 
that Irish brogue. Thats why the door over at the old farmhouse 
won’t stay closed and L. is too frightened of the old lady to stay in 
that house without а companion. The old lady goes up and down 
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the main staircase several times a day, tapping the cane she acquired 
in her last days.” 

A “Death Watch” beetle began his sharp clacking in the wall 
beside us. І tapped the wall but he didn’t stop. 

“Old folks,” the Adept told me, “tell me that’s a sign someone is 
going to die.” She shuddered. “Looks like it’s going to be a 
night of spooks,” she laughed. “ГИ get up and fix us some tea. 
Best be comfortable if we’re going to be haunted.” 

Far off in the darkness outside, but clear and distinct came the 
sound of a high-pitched voice calling, “Berrrrr-teeee!” 

“That’s Grandmother all right,” the Adept whispered. “‘Let’s 
you and I pray for her to find rest and peace. She doesn’t know 
she’s dead, poor thing. Апа all these years and уеагѕ!” 

We prayed but the old woman still roamed the old farmhouse. 
Her son is now passed on and perhaps her mind is at rest about him 
at last that he is in a place where there may not be any alcoholic 
beverages or reasonable facsimiles of same. 


XIII The Dark Woods And The Brutal Man 
Calling 


The Adept’s parents’ home was about three miles from the Mill 
House where my sister and I lived. І had been over to their place 
for a short visit discussing our coming leaving and lingered in 
conversation with her father until very late. The Adept was in 
Provincetown at this time. I made my devoir, walked to the back 
of the property and entered the woods, going along the old wagon 
road for part way, and then along an old path which led down to a 
shallow stream, the location of which, not the stream, was called by 
the locals, “Butler’s Bars.” I suppose it was called that because of 
an old fence line which existed there in the past. 

The woods were old, not so much in age as in tragedy. They 
were uncut for generations because of bullets lodged in the trees 
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from previous battles across this land. The bullets would tear up 
the teeth of the rip saws so they couldn’t be logged as a result. 
Branches intertwined overhead and only an occasional shaft of 
moonlight could penetrate. Even though the blood which had 
been spilled here was long absorbed, one was conscious of it and the 
screams of pain when the reality of death was at hand. І do not 
wish to overmodulate your feelings or suggest that I was deeply 
concerned. I was young and carefree. І think that says it. 
Youth cannot understand age or death. 

In the enveloping darkness I was able to keep on the path because 
when the ground went soft underfoot, I would stop and feel around 
for the firmness, then go on. 

The woods was the most “‘alive” woods I was ever in. The war 
between the states had been fought back and forth through here. 
You could almost taste the bitterness in the very air. 

It was nothing unusual to find rotted rifles, all different kinds of 
war material including multitudes of Indian arrow heads, as well as 
rusted machines of destruction, and rarely, one of the tiny 
ambulance wagons which were made to be pulled by hand still 
vaguely resplendent with green and red and gold paint and high 
varnish. Youleftthemalone. You didn’t touch these things out 
of respect for the dead who were buried everywhere thereabouts and 
their beliefs. This was the home of their troubled spirits who still 
clung to the last vestige of what they knew. Even when you 
couldn’t see them like spirals of vapor smoke amongst the trees you 
knew of their presence. You ignored such “hauntings” and you 
never discussed such with another. If some realist should ask 
WHY, it was out of kindness. We are an exceedingly ignorant, 
callous people. We don’t believe what we see, what we feel. We 
give lip-service to God in Whom we don’t really believe exists simply 
because we are afraid of death. Because of our fear we turn our 
eyes “aside” and refuse to accept the evidence of our senses with the 
thought that when we do HAVE to die maybe it will come like a 
blackout and we won’t have to face it. Some don’t. 

I am going to interject something here which is completely out of 
context for the reason that I don’t know where else to put it. There 
is only ONE path along which we can go. NOW we DON‘T have 
to go along that path if we do not want to. There is no punishment 

` of any kind if we should refuse to go “forward”. Let us take Al 
Capone as an example. І do not judge this man. But I need 
something from which to make you understand what happens to 
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you. Say you die, say you are an aware person so that the state of 
death is not a “sleeping” time. Ѕау you have the courage to face 
facts. Okay? 

There is the way forward and the way back. І should put “back” 
in quote marks but I don’t because it really means “а person who 
has degraded himself.” 

Now back to “Al,” whatever he did cruel, vicious, etc., if the 
reports about him are true, he degraded himself. True he got 
material advantages, “sold his birthright for a mess of pottage?” И 
he degraded himself, SOONER OR LATER, he will have to travel 
the only road which EXISTS, and that is FORWARD from “back”. 

Now that “forward” road is exquisitely fine and demands total 
cleanliness of the spirit. There aren’t any “arounds”. You have 
to go “through” and NO OTHER WAY. Мо one can help you. 
Not even God Himself, because he CAN’T. The law is immutable 
and it is HIS Law. 

The very essence of God is LAW. Не truly is the “Great 
Geometrician.” Balance and Fact. Не cannot help Himself. 

He IS what He is! 

You are what YOU are! 

About “Hell” and punishment and this so-called ruthlessness of 
God. You must RECREATE your BALANCE and it is a slow 
process. God has nothing to do with that in any sense of 
persecuting you. What may happen in your life from infancy to 
old age is only and can be only WHAT YOU HAVE CREATED, 
nothing more or less. 

Poor Al Capone. If the stories I have heard about him are true, 
then I pity him from the bottom of my heart. For a few moments 
of power and materiality he must bear boring repetition upon 
repetition of personal violence, horror, tragedy, deprivation, etc. 
until he has evened the score and again restored the balance and then 
he will be only at the point from where he started to go 
BACKWARD. 

He will THEN be able to go forward. If he is not patient, able 
to accept his “cross”, then the endless reincarnation upon reincarna- 
tion will go on in endless days and nights of misery. ІТ PAYS TO 
BE GOOD! 

I won’t go into this further because I do not want your impatience. 

Back into the Virginia woods and the “haunts” there. Remember 
the spirals of mist are not true ghosts but shadows of ghosts who 
WERE. At places you would find earthworks now overgrown with 
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brambles and bush but once raw red earth was hastily thrown up 
into broad and wide mounds behind which men lay and tried to hold 
others from advancing. 

There (to me) was a deep sadness in these woods which I could 
almost touch as if it were a physical thing. Once, exploring on a 
hot Sunday, burrowing through brambles I came upon a statue of a 
young lieutenant in Confederate uniform placed there during their 
grief by his family. The simple inscription said so truly, “He 
fights оп!” 

That night of which I speak, I was approaching the steep incline 
which led down to Butler’s Bars where I would cross the shallow 
stream, hopping from stone to stone, then go up the opposite 
incline, back up into another woods, across the acres of a farm, onto 
the county road and so t’ home. 

I had passed the stream and was in the woods on the other side 
when I first heard the dog. І was оп an overgrown wagon road 
deep in knee-high weeds, and covered with last year’s leaves which 
crunched under my feet when he came rushing at me. There was 
that heart-warming sound of gladness which only a dog or a child 
can express so thoroughly in its infantile violence. The excited 
rushing about, the panting and overtone of gladness that calls to the 
innocent heart to say, “Joy” which is the second utmost prayer. 

I wondered whose dog it was if the sound were a dog at all as I 
was wearing corduroy trousers and a similar sound can be made as 
the legs pass each other in walking. There was a bright patch of 
moonlight on the road ahead. І hurried and paused in the middle 
of it. It was not any sound which I might be creating as the dog 
pranced about me, happily panting, running in a circle about me 
but he wasn’t to be seen. 

I reached my hand down to see if I could feel the manifestation 
because I knew then what it was. It wasn’t a living dog but one 
who was disembodied and didn’t know it. 

I sent warm love and happy greetings toward it and as I did, like 
a whiplash across the face, a stream of vile invective came lashing 
out at the dog from somewhere off in the left behind me. І caught 
the name, “Витте! Petros,” which evidently was the name of the 
dog because he ran toward the voice, then back to me and about me 
as if begging to take him for a companion, as if he wanted to stay 
with me rather than go back to the man. 

The evil of that person! His words lashing at the dog who finally 
turned away from me reluctantly as I stood there helpless to help 
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the poor creature. The dog skulked back to the man. І could 
envision the tail between the legs, the low belly, and reluctant 
retreat. І did not pity this dog and if you don’t know WHY by 
now then I have failed to explain clearly. 

There came the sound of the whip and a “Haw!” as the man urged 
his horse into motion. Then there was utter silence. Silence 
from the crickets and the frogs, the night insects, as if some invisible 
orchestra leader had signalled with his baton, that uncanny silence 
which comes in the woods at times, at night as well as daytimes and 
which happens everywhere at once and rises back into sound 
everywhere at once. 

I could feel the weight of approaching hatred and menace in the 
silent woods as I hurried to get out into the moonlit fields. The 
ugly presence was coming ever faster up behind me. Out in the 
field I turned and made an ancient magus sign. І prayed for the 
dog yielding to him my love and strength. 

From the woods came a sneering sound like both a curse and the 
mocking call of the crow, “Haw! Haw! Нам!” and the brutal 
slash-crack of the whip and a yelping cry from the dog off to the 
right. 

Angered for the dog’s hurt, I placed myself in the position of total 
projection and rejection, the only time I have ever used it in my life, 
because while I will fight “fire with fire”, I will never revenge. 
However, in this case, for the dog’s sake, I “opened the light” upon 
those woods and it was as if I had wiped a slate clean with a wet 
rag. I could feel the explosion of exultation as if a thousand notes 
of music which had been imprisoned for centuries had burst from 
bondage. І wondered how karmically I had hurt myself, but the 
satisfaction of being able to help that dog was sufficient to balance. 

Exhausted, I lay back in the field and regarded the stars until I 
became calm again. Then in repentance for having used a 
forbidden power even if for good and for helping the dog, 
nevertheless it should not be used by anyone while still joined in the 
body because of the soul, and the aftermath of afterlife, I released 
myself, dividing myself into three and fought to regain balance in 
the corpus striatum (this is not a form of prayer but an exercise in 
which the three parts of man are separated and each part works 
independently of the other for purposes of reorganization and 
needed balance. It is the practice of “putting your house in 
order”). 

I succeeded in a small measure and went on my way. 
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XIV The White Goat Ghost Of Miss Pink 


1 went on across the field rather than taking the shorter route back 
into another woods, along the stream side which came out to the 
concrete bridge, beyond which was the mill itself and to the left Mill 
House but I was uneasy and unhappy because I knew well the 
penalty for opening a “door”, the penalty being that you can never, 
entirely, close it again. Апа when you open any door into that 
unchartered land of the dead and the Other Things, a part of your 
mind is ever conscious of “forces” with which you would rather not 
be associated, you have less privacy in an unpleasant way. 
Actually there is no such thing as true privacy. When you aren’t 
observed, you are broadcasting and also there is no such thing as 
being “alone” once you have opened any entrance (parted the veil) 
of the Outer World as any Adept, sensitive or psychic knows to his 
sorrow. 

To put it so that the layman can understand it, your every action 
is observed. Occasionally, you are touched by fingers like 
solidified smoke, hungry, passionate, tender, whispers will be 
breathed in your ears and you will be conscious of things struggling 
to come out of the light-dark in the dark-light. Material is based 
upon degrees of density. Spirit upon the opposite. Even when 
you set up protective armor, it is not impenetrable. And if you 
think there are bewildered humans, there are many more of such 
who are bodiless and besides these there are a multitude of varieties 
of — to use a group word — Things. You give them access to your 
person when you “sense” them which is the same as saying you 
bridge the gap. 

I can hear some psychiatrists saying, while rubbing their palms 
eagerly, “Oh brother! Wouldn’t I ever like to get HIM on my 
couch!” 

But such poor creatures who are bound into the narrowest 
channels of thinking, of acceptance, of awareness, can think only in 
the confined “circle of idea” and do pronounce anything they can’t 
or won’t try to understand as being abnormal, fantasy, hallucinosis 
or paranoia. 

If I were to tell you these things and we were back in old Salem 
during the witch burnings, or in Spain during the Roman Catholic 
Holy Inquisition, what do you think would happen to ше? But 
this is an enlightened age, thank God, where insensate viciousness 
in the name of Jesus will not be tolerated and we can speak out the 
facts without fear of the bigots tearing us apart or burning us to 
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death. But even in this age, I know of no adept or sensitive who 
has exhibited the courage to try to enlighten the closed minds of the 
tragically superstitious who have more true faith in the Devil than 
they have in God. 

The things about which I speak here for the average man have 
been spoken about down through the centuries in closed circles, 
amongst those who have had similar experiences, and such 
experiences which stand MY hair on end, people who have felt each 
other out carefully, like the Christians in the catacombs where one 
misjudgment of another meant death in the arena. І do dare and 
І саге not a whit for any adverse reaction. І feel that this 
generation needs this knowledge and that is why I reveal it. 
People, today, have lost their faith that any God exists because of 
the silly religions which clear thinking youth cannot accept. The 
moronic ideas of God, the Jesus hollerers who milk the emotional 
for whatever coin of the realm they can get and care nothing for the 
spiritual advancement of their flocks because they have no contact 
with or true knowledge of God themselves. The holier-than-thous 
who have credit cards good only in “Heaven”. Jesus spat upon 
these “whited sepulchre,” and Shakespeare, “like the goodly apple 
but rotten at the core.” 

I do hope, now that I have pioneered the way, that other 
sensitives, perhaps one of the Concealed Adepts, will speak out, 
have the courage to tell ALL OF THE PUBLIC what ACTUALLY 
IS POSSIBLE FOR ALL, not just the few as it has been down these 
long years. That a beautiful and perfect future will be possible for 
everyone. How it may be obtained. The ACTUAL TECHNI- 
QUES. I, personally, give as many in this book as I feel safe for 
the general public to know and practice. Not just a lot of mumbo 
jumbo but FACTS! 

But, you ask, where is the ghost you promised? I’m sorry I get 
“het” up at times when I see people living like cattle, and no one 
trying to help them out of the daze of their so-called existence. 
Out and above the pitiful state they know as “living” with disease, 
distress, violence, lack, etc. which THEY DO NOT HAVE TO 
HAVE! 

Okay! Pll shut up. 

As you will remember, it was a night of full moon. І was 
crossing the field and I became conscious of a restless soul 
somewhere about. But I’d had enough of psychic phenomena for 
one night so I pushed the sensing out of my mind in disgust. Тһе 
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farmhouse ahead, beyond the rear truck gardens and the small barn 
were owned by two elderly sisters. Опе had died a year before 
and a brother from California had come east to work the place for 
the remaining sister. They were planting unusual crops (for their 
district) and were doing very well with their strawberries, asparagus, 
artichokes, etc. 

The sister who had died had been called Miss Pink but the locals 
pronounced it “Pank”, as they did cars, “cayars”, etc. in the 
Virginian dialect. 

There was a wooden fence about four feet high on each side of 
the farm road along which I was walking. The idea of this fence 
was to keep cows out of the truck gardens but the remaining sister 
had sold off all the animals after Miss Pink’s passing. There wasn’t 
even a dog or cat on the place so that when I saw a large white goat 
on the path ahead of me I wondered when they had gotten it, 
figuring they were starting to restock the farm. It was with this 
mental comment that when the goat jumped over the fence and 
disappeared, and I peered over and couldn’t see it anywhere that I 
went on without surprise. 

I thought no more about the goat until the following morning 
when the Smith boys stopped by as was their neighborly custom 
before going into Clifton where the nearest general store was to see 
if I needed anything. They would be kind enough to bring it back 
along with their own purchases. During our conversation, I 
mentioned the goat as you do in the back country where everything 
is news in the tiniest particular, querying if the California brother 
was restocking the girls’ farm again. 

I was amazed at their sharp reaction. Their eyes grew large and 
their faces stiff with fear. 

“She back!” one said with dismay. 

“She ain’t been around a coon’s age,” the other said. 

Finally after their muttering in deep southern dialect where I was 
lost as if they speaking Greek, and they knew it, I got the slightest 
hint that this goat was bad because they lived directly across from 
the farm upon which I had seen it. І brought them into the kitchen 
and gave them some coffee and soda biscuits and they gave me a 
clarification. 

“Hit’s ole Mis Pank. She been a’hantin’ that farm ever since 
the goats was sold off. Аћһѕе not a’goin’ out anymo’ at night. No 
siree!” 

“But why on earth should she appear as a goat if that’s what I 
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think you boys are saying?” I puzzled. 

They got out the door but I ran after them telling them it was 
only their imagination and that no respectable lady would appear as 
the ghost of a goat. 

They stopped and went into detail. They explained that Miss 
Pink hadn’t wanted the animals sold. This was total supposition 
on their parts. But they said further that Miss Pink had raised 
milk goats, that the other sister would have no part of them and had 
sold them immediately after her sister’s death. 

“But they weren’t sold off until after she was dead,” I protested. 

“She wouldn’t have known about it.” 

“Oh, you don’t know nuthin’ about hants!” one of the brothers 
told me disgustedly. 

“That’s WHY she come back as a goat,” the other brother 
explained patiently. “She tellin’ her sister she doan like it. She 
ain’t a’goin’ to rest nohow until them goats is brought back. Most 
everybody hereabout know about that goat. Most have seen it. 
We never did an’ we doan want to! You better believe that!” 

I queried others about the goat and they told me the same story. 
“Tt allus disappears when you get up clost to hit. I seen hit vanish 
before my very eyes. І tipped my hat and ran. Not that I’m 
skeered but it’s being respectful of alady. It was Miss Рапк. Га 
swear оп а stack. She ain’t a’restin’, poor thing. Don’t see why 
they don’t get them goats back and let the dead bury the dead, it 
meanin’ so much to her an’ all so’s she could take her natural rest 
and be in peace. T’ain’t right!” 

Country people are honest realists, close to God and close to 
Mother Earth both in language and in spirit. You can’t fool them. 
City slickers are so certain that nothing exists but what exists in the 
narrow confines of their cocktail parties, their small apartments 
beyond the smell of good manure and a warm animal’s body, and 
hay made golden by God’s gift. І don’t rhapsodize, I couldn’t say 
what exists in a child’s mind when it lies under a tree and looks at 
the sky but I do know what is іп a child’s heart. It is 
acknowledgement of the heritage it has like a man looking at his 
checking account balance when the sum is in the millions. Would 
you not call that worship? 

The greatest enemy man has beside his ego is the ignorance to 
which he clings. Like the mountaineer, proud but stupid, who 
was lighting the cork end of a cigarette. I told him he had the 
wrong end to, and he said, looking at me hawk-eyed, “Тһагѕ the 


83 


way I allus smokes ’em.” 

Miss Pink, God rest her soul, found her peace. The goats were 
brought back to the farm. The brother had been a husbandman. 
The place prospered. Amusing, the value people place upon 
certain things so that even after death they have to have things 
THEIR way! 


XV The Dead Army On The March 
And The Ghost Of The Crusader 


On still another night, the Adept was with me and we came out of 
the woods into the field, deciding to take the shorter way back along 
a path by the deeply cut stream to the left, but when we had gone 
part way across the field toward the other entrance of the final 
stretch of woods we decided to sit and rest for a bit. The night of 
stars was incredibly beautiful. The air balmy, sweet with the scent 
of new mown hay. We lay back on the stubble to enjoy it and lit 
cigarettes. 

We talked for a bit and then I heard it. I sat up and the Adept 
did too. 

“Do you hear that?” I asked. | 

“Indeed, I do,” she said. “There’s no use trying to contact 
them. Those аге not normal ghosts. It is only an echo of a sound 
and an echo of ghostly vibrations, ghosts who were, but are no 
longer. Somewhat similar to old tenacious vibrations which color 
a house, a street, an object. Іпа way it is the music of man which 
he leaves behind wherever he has been.” 

We listened to the continuing sounds of heavily laden wagons, the 
groaning of the huge oaken wheels, the faint cry of the drivers and 
the snap of a whip from time to time. 

“Those are caissons they are hauling. Шо you remember that 
earthworks I showed. you several days ago? It’s overgrown with 
brambles and bushes and young trees but it is unmistakable. They 
are hauling those guns to that. Do you remember where I pointed 
it out to you?” 

“I know where you mean,” I whispered. “There’s no acutal 
road now existing for miles, only that overgrown old wagon road to 


84 


Butler’s Bars, and it ends there. There is no place for wagons to 
travel in these woods.” 

“Accept what you are hearing. That isn’t any living sound,” she 
said. “That’s the sound of a long-dead army on an eternal march. 
The men who caused those sounds are long since at rest.” 

“Then how is it that we can hear it as if it were actually taking 
place right now?” 

“It is because we are sympathetic and tuned to that type of 
vibration. You are under the delusion that you are hearing them 
moving through your sense of hearing. Actually, you are not.” 

“But we both hear it,” I protested. 

“So?” she commented with a smile, shaking her head in 
amusement at my lack of perception. 

I listened with my EARS and I could hear the creaking and 
groaning, cries and rustle of movement. І bit my lip, lit another 
cigarette and lay back beside her. She patted my hand. 

“Accept!” she told me. 


I was about twenty years old at the time, trying to make a success 
as ап actor. I was in Elliot Nugent’s THE POOR NUT at the 
48th Street Theatre in New York City. One of my actor friends, 
knowing that I was looking for a better apartment, told me about 
one which might be available at 5 East 12th Street. 

I went there and rang the bell. Some little old lady parted the 
door curtains, eyed me pixyishly, then closed the curtains. When 
she didn’t open the door I rang again. This time it was an even 
tinier lady who parted the door curtains. She was colored, her face 
like a walnut shell, thousands of wrinkles, the eyes of sage. This 
one opened the door, allowing me access into the entrance hall. І 
told her what I was after-and she ushered me through high rounded 
mahogany doors into a startling room. 

There was dignity in it and much sign of past great wealth of long 
ago, in the ancient furniture, the oriental rugs, and especially in the 
incredible gas chandelier which hung from the center of an ornately 
sculptured and decorated ceiling. 

I realize that I am supposed to cleave to psychic phenomena and 
not roam all over the place, but that chandelier was something that 
you wouldn’t believe, and even if І incur your annoyance I am going 
to tell you a little about it. It was all made of black wrought iron. 
It was immense, like a miniature forest. A twisted trunk came 
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down from the ceiling and spread out on each side in а multitude 
of branches, then into twigs, and into delicate leaves with jets 
distributed about all through it disguised as buds. Fantastic! I 
would give anything to have it now. I wouldn’t need the new 
heating system I have just had installed. | 

To my left were other wide doors which were pushed back, 
recessing into the walls on either side. Beyond was a candlelit 
room and a glowing, crackling fireplace from which a railroad tie 
projected half its length into the room. 

A little, very old lady (not that one who had first come to the 
door), attired in an immaculate black dress with lace tiered collars 
and cuffs, sat in a high back upholstered chair by the fire with an 
afghan across her knees. | 

1 learned later that she had been a great beauty in her day, a fiery 
crusader, had been influential in getting many good statutes passed 
by the state legislature such as sterilization of the criminally insane, 
that she had been a leading figure in New York Society. 

She pointed her sharp eyes at me, going over me from head to 
foot as I explained my presence in her home. 

“Are you a gentleman?” she asked. 

“I presume so,” I told her. EN 

So she let to me the left front studio (which is a grand way of 
speaking of an unfurnished room) on the top floor for: thirty dollars 
a month. А 

Incidentally, she gave me a book to read. It was an ancient 
volume on MANNERS OF A GENTLEMAN. _ I mention it for 
amusement’s sake as one of the rules in it for gentlemen was, “A 
gentleman never bathes less than once a топіћ.”(!) А | 

The other tenants of that top floor were the most incredible 
personalities І had ever met іп my life. They were all delightfully 
stark mad. Оп one of the doors was a quote from ALICE. “You 
MUST be mad if you’ve come here!” А 

They were all artists of one kind or another and the fun and wild 
parties that went on there (incidentally, attended by many of the 
greats from the worlds of finance, medicine, philosophy, and the 
theatre, etc.) from one day to the next and continuing for days on 
end were both instructive and hilarious. 

The top floor, itself, was primitive in the extreme. There was 
one commode and one shower for the entire floor of five “studios. 
However, the rooms were furnished in the utmost luxury, even 
magnificently, from furniture bought at the Washington Square 
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auction houses and things made by the artists themselves. For 
instance, a magnificent mural painted on silk would hide a sink and 
a two burner gas plate, the garbage can, etc. This particular 
mural, incidentally, won a top prize at the Architectural League 
Exposition. 

I dubbed the place MUSHROOM ATTIC at once because of the 
outrageous shower. This montrosity was erected in the hall 
overhanging the stairwell, enclosed in a frail cubicle of wood. If 
you leaned too hard against the back wall it threatened to go 
plunging down the stairs. There was а four foot square of concrete 
as a base for the shower and all around the edges grew mushrooms 
as the place was in darkness all the time. Someone suggested 
eating them but I pointed out that this would be sheer cannibalism 
as they grew there, to put it delicately, because humans bathed there 
and the growths got their sustenance from such, hence the name, 
“Mushroom Attic”. 

I often wonder what Lady Peel of the British aristocracy must 
have thought as she used the facilities, but she is a wonderful sport 
with a divine sense of humor. 

It was a wonderful time in which to be young, to enjoy the 
brilliant conversations, the amazing tales, the music, poetry, to hear 
the riddles of the universe propounded, watch cantrips by compet- 
ing adepts (I asked Will Durant, THE STORY OF PHILOSOPHY, 
etc., one night, what was the greatest philosophy of all and he 
replied soberly, “What my Jesuit teacher told me, Keep your mouth 
shut and your bowels open and you will never have any trouble!’’), 
the sculpture, the different styles of painting, so much! and I could 
thank God that “time is a device to keep everything from happening 
at once,” so the hours of candlelight and shadow, the winter nights 
of snow, and wine, poetry and dreams could stretch out and out and 
out. 

Just one word more before we get back to the ghosts, we shared 
everything we had there in Mushroom Attic and each one lived on 
the heights without the use of any drugs as used by the pitiful today, 
“Heights” meaning an exultant state of mind just to be fully alive 
and ENJOY WITH ONE’S WHOLE MIND, NOT WITH A 
DISTORTED, TORMENTED, DRUGGED MIND, but with the 
keenest of keen sensibilities. То ENJOY! Апа there is so much 
to enjoy besides the senses. Or should І say “аз well as”. 

A minister moved in on the second floor. He held prayer 
meetings in the owner’s apartment. She left him the house when 
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she died, rumor had it, to be made into а home for “Wayward 
Girls”. 

The owner was a grand warrior in her day and we all respected 
her. I had long conversations with her and one could see the 
glimmerings of a brilliant mind shadowed now by age. She had 
become an old eagle with strength draining away. She died while 
I was down in Virginia. When І returned to New York City three 
months after the event there was only one of the old crowd still living 
in the Attic and I went to visit him. 

I was shocked at the condition of the house. All the rugs had 
been torn up, all the furniture removed. It was a barren echoing 
place. The only light in the halls, that night when I visited was a 
single, raw, hundred and fifty watt bulb up at the top of the first 
flight of stairs. Тһе entrance hall was in darkness. 

I left my friend at eleven o’clock that night and came down the 
wooden stairs thinking of that which we had discussed which was a 
weighty problem never resolved between us concerning a woman we 
both loved. І clattered down the stairs. І сате to the steps 
which kattycornered around and before me was the last flight to the 
entrance hall and the door to the vestibule and street. 

There at the bottom of the stairs stood the dead owner of the 
house, Mrs. G. She was unlike any apparition I had ever seen 
before or have seen since. She was all in shades of delicate gray, 
soft as cat’s fur. She wore a mob cap such as Г had never seen her 
wear in her life. She was looking up at me, into my eyes as I 
paused, a chill at the nape of my neck and pity in my heart because 
she wasn’t seeing me and I couldn’t reach her mentally which I tried 
to do immediately I caught sight of her. She was completely 
blocked off from me by the strangest wall of silence is the only way 
I can describe it. 

Her expression can only be described by me as follows: If a person 
had spent his entire life trying to solve one specific problem to the 
exclusion of all other thinking and was finally upon the verge of 
realizing the true and final answer, teetering on a razor’s edge of 
almost being gratified, that’s what was being expressed upon Mrs. 
G.’s face and in her eyes. She was on the very BRINK of 
KNOWING what had happened to her house and to her, her mind 
straining, grasping at its utmost. Incidentally, she had died in her 
sleep. 

I tried hard to penetrate the awesome silence, but I couldn’t reach 
her. She needed my help and I couldn’t give it. 
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A peculiar thing about her. As I have said, she was all in gray. 
She wore a wide flaring skirt only part of which could be seen. 
It was as if she had stepped out from behind a four foot black 
boulder as part of her bodice and most of her skirt was cut away by 
blackness. This was HER right side as she faced me. Edzu 
called from the top floor, “Are you all right, Don?” and she 
vanished. 

He must have sensed something wrong. “‘Everything’s okay,” 
I called up, went down the stairs and out into the street. 

A light rain was falling and I was grateful for it. 

Death is not always lonely. For some it is a very happy time. 
Some ghosts I have known have regarded it as a delightful adventure 
and are quite excited about being free from pain and wordly 
distresses, especially the safety from personal violence. 
They are amused and patronizing of the living. 

I pray God that Mrs. G., that gallant lady, did not lose her great 
courage and was able to adjust easily. She had no reason to regret 
leaving life as the world, so soon, forgets its heroes. 


XVI The French-Canadian Who Saved 
My Life Three Months After His Death 


“Frenchy”, we called him. About five feet, four inches in height, 
ruggedly built. А wind-weathered face, and set in it, the bluest, 
dark-blue eyes I have ever seen. They were never without a kindly 
twinkle. А devil-may-care attitude. Не was as agile as a cat. 
He was a steel worker. 

I was working on the construction of a paper factory in 
Ticonderoga, New York. As І have said, I was an electrician by 
trade. It was an immense building with two overhead cranes, both 
about fifty feet in the air running on the same tracks. 

I had warned Frenchy that sooner or later he was going to kill 
himself because he was totally without fear. Not that he was 
reckless but the swift way he moved in the high steel or slid down 
a sixty foot high beam – zip!, clamber about in lofty places where 
one slip, one insecure footing meant certain death. Many times I 
had to look away in discomfort as he moved about doing his job 
overhead. 
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He’d laugh when ГА caution him to be more careful and shrug. 
It didn’t do any good with this delightful and charming personality. 
He bubbled over continuously with good will and happiness. 

To give you an idea how much affection all of us there had for 
him, after he was killed, the boys, out of their pockets, made a purse 
for the widow of over sixteen hundred dollars. The usual 
collection for this benefit when a guy goes down runs about a 
hundred and fifty, if that. 

He was riveting between two steel pillars about eighteen inches 
apart, fifty feet in the air. Тһе travelling cranes which were now 
in operation, had not yet been equipped with horns or bells to warn 
when they were on the move. Frenchy put his head out from 
between the pillars and had it torn off by one of the silently moving 
electric cranes. Не was killed instantly. 

Several days after his death, I was working alone on the night- 
shift at the time, I was at the rear of the building where there was 
one second level holding the coloring vats. There were three tiers 
along the sides of the walls running the length of the building. I 
looked up to the third tier and about forty feet away Frenchy stood 
there looking about with a puzzled expression on his face. 

Не saw me and his voice came clearly into my mind. “What’s 
the score, Don?” he asked. “What’s going on? There’s no one 
around and the place is dark. Гт not working any night shift. 
Did I get drunk or something?” 

For a moment I couldn’t answer as his appearance took me by 
surprise. I subdued my emotion and told him the plain facts. 
He was a man in every sense of the word and was able to take it. 
He shook his head in wonderment and disappeared. 

The road from Ticonderoga to Glens Fall and down to Albany 
where I kept an apartment the year around but to which I was able 
to go only weekends has on it a huge hill called Tung Mountain. 

After you climb its rise, a long slanting road stretches before you, 
steep for about half a mile, then it turns sharply to the left, and on 
down into a little village. This curve is almost hairpin. 

The boys who used to commute daily to Glens Falls, when they 
would come in, in the morning, would invariably ask, “Who had 
the accident today?” The road was covered with patches of ice and 
the curves especially were most treacherous. 

It is amazing to note that all of the accidents which happened on 
that road, no one was ever seriously injured throughout that long 
and bitter winter. 
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I always stayed in Ti. through Friday nights, and leisurely, went 
“home” early Saturday morning. I was coming down Tung 
Mountain at a pretty good clip when all of a sudden J saw Frenchy 
on the seat on my right. Now there is a funny thing about seeing 
apparitions, and I set it down here for the study of parapsycholog- 
ists. 

You aren’t “normal”, there is no question of that. Part of you 
seems separated as if it were in a mist of some kind. Your body 
is healthy and your reactions normal, but in part, you are in what I 
can only describe as a “dream state”. Your mind is clear but it 
seems as if some kind of “slippage” has taken place in the “real” 
world, that you weren’t in it, but yet you are, as barmy as that 
sounds, but it is the closest way I can describe what takes place. 
You KNOW that what you see is not a figment of your imagination 
but there it is like old folks say, “You are betwixt and between”, if 
that makes it any more clear which I suspect it does not! 

However, Frenchy was definitely THERE on the seat beside me. 
He didn’t say anything and I felt constrained to try to question him. 
Because of previous experiences I knew what was happening. 
When you are confronted by someone your mind tells you is dead, 
separated from the body, you want to reach out and grasp at the 
person to convince yourself that you are not hallucinating, but an 
outside power holds you back. You know you shouldn’t, that you 
should ACCEPT, and you are ashamed of your lack of faith in the 
evidence of your own senses. It is a mentally uncomfortable 
situation. No fear, of course. But no matter how many times 
you see disembodied persons, and I have seen very many, you still 
feel the need of MATERIAL proof and this is impossible and you 
KNOW it. Poor Jesus and his constant disgust, “Oh, ye little 
faiths!” 

Frenchy was there with me in the car. Ten thousand denials 
would not make it otherwise. His face was unusually serious as I 
glanced at him from the corner of my eye. I knew instantly what 
this silent appearance meant. I have had other such warnings of 
danger by other ghosts in the past. One such saved me from 
electrocution. 

I slowed the speed of the car instantly, and approached the almost 
hairpin curve with extreme caution. Just as I began transit of the 
beginning of the curve my left front tire blew out completely. I 
would have gone over the brink if I had been going at any higher 
speed other than what I had brought it down to. 
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As it was, the vehicle slewed dangerously, but my slowed motion 
was such that I was able to maintain complete control even though 
I sweated out those few seconds. 

I made the curve and pulled to a stop in a snow-plowed driveway 
of a closed gas station where it was possible to change to the spare 
tire without difficulty. 

Frenchy faded out slowly. With the car at a halt, I turned and 
faced him squarely. There was a quirk of a smile on his mouth. 

One eye winked, and he was gone. I never saw him again. 


XVII The Puzzle Of The Concert Artist 


I have chosen the experience of a dear and wonderful friend of mine, 
rather than one of my own, because it is a puzzle and I would like 
to ask you questions when I have completed setting it down. 

I can use the real names here because the entire matter was 
reported in the newspapers at the time it happened, particularly in 
the now defunct New York Sun which ran page length columns 
about this amazing event, also Lina personally told me the entire 
thing and showed me the clippings which her family had kept. 

The experience happened to Mrs. Lina Hughes, the sister of the 
former legitimate stage star Laura Hope Carews when she was about 
ten years old. 

She and her family lived in a New York City “railroad” flat. (An 
apartment which occupies the entire side of a building). The 
parlor, the first room of the flat, in the old fashioned manner, was 
used only for weddings, funerals, very special occasions. There 
were two sliding doors which recessed into the walls on either side. 
These were kept closed and the family used the big dining room as 
a “living” room. Тһе shades in the parlor were always kept down 
so that the Turkey red drugget wouldn’t get faded. There was an 
upright piano, “mission” furniture, stiff horsehair stuffed chairs, 
and the numerous hand-knitted dollies, arm covers, head rests, etc. 
plus the inevitable hair picture (a framed box about two to three 
inches deep inside which held a vase of flowers, butterflies, bees, 
etc. All of this, including the vase, was made from human hair 
cut from the heads of various members of the family. They were 
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skilfully done). Also, there was ancestor pictures, men with 
marcel waved beards, children swathed in layers of clothing, boys 
in skirts and long golden ringlets until they were five and the 
necessary rubber plant. 

The upright piano in there fascinated Lina. She dearly wanted 
to touch those keys and hear the sound as she never had the chance 
то do so іп all of her ten years. Вит this was an impossible ambition 
because her father was a rigidly strict religious man who felt that 
pleasures of this sort were flippant, that a piano should only be used 
to play sacred music, for religious days and at weddings. Lina’s 
desire was almost an obsession. 

One day when everyone was out of the apartment, her father 
taking his nightly constitutional and only an indulgent aunt was 
home, Lina went at her “hammer and tongs”. Overwhelmed by 
Lina’s importuning, her passionate pleas, the aunt gave in. She 
slid back the recessing doors, then went out onto the stoop to watch 
against the return of the father, leaving the parlor window up a few 
inches so that she could call in to Lina and the child would have 
time to turn out the gas and get the doors close before he got back 
into the apartment. 

Lina’s heart palpitated. Reverently, she turned back the folding 
boxing exposing the keys. She settled herself upon the piano stool. 
Her dream had come true at last! 

She lifted her arms, placed her hands over the keys, fingers spread 
and brought.them down. Нег hands no longer seemed a part of 
her. The fingers moved seemingly of their own volition. She 
played a concerto through without a single false note, played it with 
concert artist brilliancy, with perfect technique. 

The aunt, out on the apartment house brownstone stoop, hearing 
the music, not being able to accept the evidence of her senses, 
rushed indoors to stare at the child. Lina was lost in the beauty 
of the sound her flying fingers were bringing out of the upright harp 
of the piano, sweeping from one piece to another and yet another. 
The aunt trembled with fear, crossed herself, and went back out 
onto the stoop, impatient for the father’s return. 

When he did arrive, he paused for a moment beneath the partly 
opened window, his brows lifting in pleased surprise and specula- 
tion. Lina was playing Gounod’s “Ave Мама”. 

“Who is playing that beautiful music?” he asked. 

Lina’s aunt swallowed audibly. “Your daughter,” she told him 
timidly. 


93 


An angry scowl came across his features. “Һу do you lie?” he 
thundered, brushing past her into the apartment only to stop at the 
opened doors of the parlor, paralyzed at the sight of his child’s flying 
fingers and the unmistakable source of the music. 

He got down on his knees, put his face between his hands and 
wept. 

Then when he had gotten control of his emotion he arose to listen 
in wonder until Lina stopped playing. She closed the piano and 
turned to discover her entire family, including her stern father, 
staring at her with expressions of amazement on their pale faces. 

“I couldn’t help it, Poppa,” she excused, believing that she was 
about to be punished. 

But the family touched her as if she was unreal, trying to 
understand, trying to believe what they had just seen. When they 
asked her about the miraculous playing, she answered with a shrug, 
“I just seemed to know how. My fingers did it all. I didn’t have 
to do anything.” 

The parlor doors were left open after that and each day Lina went 
in to play the piano with the same mature brilliance in piece after 
piece of a seemingly inexhaustible repertoire. 

The neighbors came in to marvel. Then the newspapers got 
word about it. She became the Miracle of New York City. The 
public clamored to hear her but her father, while he would allow her 
to play at home, would not allow any public display. 

For one year exactly, Lina was a concert artist at the piano. 
Then came the day when she put her hands upon the keys and they 
stayed their unmoving. Nothing! She pushed at the keys trying 
to urge her hands to come to life but they were just untrained child’s 
hands. 

That was the end of the piano playing. The parlor doors were 
once more closed and her temporary talent was soon forgotten by 
the others. 

Lina, the woman, is very much a Sensitive. Tables are tapped 
upon when she sits at them, resounding and knocking and also 
levitate. 

Lina, the child, had full possession and use of her individual mind 
and at no time acted strangely with her family or friends. It was 
her hands alone, untrained, undeveloped as they were, which acted 
contrary to all preconceived notions, yet with muscular control, 
coordination and incredible strength which simply did not exist in 
the small child’s arms, body or hands. 
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The questions I now want to ask: 

Was a PART only of this child possessed? Was this a highly 
developed Stage of ESP? OR, during that year, was Lina 
demonstrating a power anyone can use who unifies his spirit with 
the ALL? 

I leave the answers to be found in your mind. Ponder, because 
I want you to KNOW when you do realize the answers how much 
you are missing from life because you haven’t learned that you 
MUST become conscious of your individual spirit, learn to relate to 
it, learn the correct way to pray, learn to unify at all times with the 
Divine Mind, to become the WHOLE person you should be and 
basically ARE. 


XVIII The Choice Of Either Earthly 
Agelessness Or Normal Death 


Because the mind rebels when confronted with the extraordinary, 
the seemingly impossible, frightening new reality, what I am going 
to tell you now will be rejected by most immediately, BUT NOT 
BY A SMALL GROUP who comprise the Great Concealed Adepts. 
These latter, who are ageless by choice, they will smile and shake 
their heads at my temerity because they think that І cannot possibly 
be believed by any average human. 

Be that as it may, no matter what you are able to accept, THERE 
ARE THOSE UPON EARTH WHO HAVE LIVED IN THE 
SAME BODY FOR THOUSANDS OF YEARS. This can be 
done and IS done by some Advanced Adepts through the use of two 
difficult disciplines, the second of which particularly they must 
practice almost continuously. It is not a black art, nor is it a 
compromise with any sort of evil, in fact it is the exact opposite. 
An evil person would have but limited success in the second step 
towards the ability to cannibalize the ectoplasm. Also, only a 
rugged few can bear the long periods of isolation, intense struggle, 
deprivation, fasting, and protracted mental effort. 

After I, myself, performed the first discipline, I was contacted by 
an Initiated Master who offered to guide me to success in the second 
and final discipline necessary to attain agelessness. I refused his 
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help, thanked him and explained why I didn’t intend to go any 
further. 

WHY? Ask any oldster іп any time period if he can understand 
or likes ANY younger generation. You must understand that 
spirits of a KIND travel together and in as much as is possible, 
incarnate together. There is a comradeship in the Outer World 
where friends and kindred spirits arrange so that they can be born 
together. Sometimes, some marriages truly are “made in heaven”. 
So you have an age of musicians, or an age of artists, etc. А 

This age, the Age of the Spoilers — who would care to grind 
through its nihilism, its senseless lack of respect for the creations of 
the past, its drugs, pornography, filth, pollution — for the sake of a 
few more years of life? Those of us who are here, are here because 
we deserve to be or for purposes which we can only hope will be 
constructive. 

Abraham, the Jew, who WAS the “Wandering Jew”, though he 
is said to have been ageless, was not. He embraced natural death 
just short of a one hundred year life span. Не, above all the 
magus, could have lived as long as he wished. 

As for me personally, I want to advance the development of my 
spirit and I have no fear of death any more than I have a fear of 
sleep. Also, I know that the person who persists in reforming his 
physical life pattern over and over remains at an unchanging level 
after he has used up the capability of his normal earthly experience. 
He gains very little no matter how long he extends his life tenure. 
I love youth and that precious short period of innocence one has at 
the beginning of each incarnation. This precious time can never 
be reconstituted again in this present Ше. Апа as a person grows 
tired at the end of the day and needs sleep to refresh himself, so do 
we need the State of Devachan especially because of the need to 
renew the ability to create. You must leave the body to immerse 
your spirit in this field, to rise out of it like the Phoenix and 
have the period necessary to DIGEST AND ABSORB THIS 
MULTIPLE EXPERIENCE. 

The person who has attained agelessness does not grow young 
again, but neither does he become senile, or incapacitated physically 
or mentally. He remains at whatever age he is when he mastered 
the two disciplines and yet has retained his mental and physical 
balance. While he does have the ability to make others believe that 
he is much younger, he cannot indulge the senses. Не has other 
so-called unusual abilities which to me are of no value. Of a 
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necessity he must shut himself off from almost all communication 
with his fellow man. Also, eventually, he becomes dissociated 
from his fellow man, divested of warm, human emotions and though 
he hides the fact, he becomes cold, austere, remote. І, personally, 
am too human to want such a state of mind. 

There is no question that reincarnation exists or does not. IT 
DOES. І have had more than indisputable proof and I welcome 
new experiences and a fresh body or another state of things in 
another “Mansion”. І know the State of Devachan exists because 
I have entered it while still in the body but only briefly, enough to 
make me look forward to death as one of the most exciting parts of 
the mystery of life. 

Besides all this, I have a profound respect for the pattern which 
Omnipotence has designed for us to adhere to if we will and I am 
not about to go against what the Wisest One of all offers although 
there is no penalty whatever for not doing so. 

As no fingerprint is like another, nor one snowflake like another, 
so each one of us has his separate individuality and free will which 
he can use as he pleases. We do not have to let our bodies die. 
We do not have to have disease. We do not have to suffer from 
material lack, from opportunity to bring out our best. We do not 
have to have violence in our lives. In brief and to cover all the 
ground, we do not have to do or accept anything unless it pleases 
us to do so. 

No Advanced Adept, to my knowledge, has ever “stuck his neck 
out” as I am about to do because it takes courage or foolhardiness 
of an extreme sort to offer the following knowledge to a world which 
clings with a death grip to its stupidity and ignorance and of which 
the majority have welded-closed minds. (Obviously, I do not refer 
to YOU. You would not be reading this if you did not have an 
open mind, were not in search of truth, and spiritual devlopment). 

I do reveal what has never heretofore been told to the general 
public. I do so because I feel that EVERYONE should be exposed 
to the knowledge and be able to make his own choice. І believe 
that if a person wants access to the so-called “Forbidden Know- 
ledge”, then it should be made readily available to him. So here 
it is in layman’s language, minus the profundities, dallying with 
imponderables, and deeply philosophic digressions. Неге is the 
first and most vital of the disciplines which can take the individual 
toward the ultimate ability of being able to reject physical death. 

I have called it THE WHITE ROOM DISCIPLINE. This is 
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the first step you take for continuation of life in the body if that is 
what you desire. 

Please allow me to digress for justa moment. Many individuals 
baffle my ability to understand them. Not only are there those 
who persist in retaining the life of the body but there are those (and 
I refer to Advanced Adepts) who allow themselves to be divested of 
their bodies and then persist in continuing in the Outer World and 
refuse to go on. 

For the curious, this is done by “Vibratory Rejection”. When 
living people copulate and the physical act of the ovum and the 
spermatozion are joined, an immediate qualified attraction is 
projected. Like a magnet which attracts only iron, the “call” is 
specific and that special spirit cannot help itself from being drawn 
into the physical plane. However, by intense willing after the 
joining, the physical part dies and hence the “stillborn”. Аз the 
call is unique because two spirit patterns (to put it simply) joined, 
demand a very specific spirit pattern which is analogical to be 
manifested physically, the spirit who clings to the Outer World has 
very few problems in remaining where he is. Such a “called” spirit 
by rebelling is free again to remain in the Outer World. No new 
soul has had a chance to develop, hence there is no problem. 

The only advantage the spirit can attain in doing this is to continue 
its relationship with the soul it developed on earth and which 
ordinarily would be reduced eventually if the spirit, in the normal 
course, went on to its destiny. 

Such a spirit acts not unlike a spirit which does not want to part 
from a certain physical manifestation. Such a spirit while willing 
to part from the body is reluctant about parting from the ego-shadow 
soul which it has created while in the Earth Mansion. 

I presume the explanation would be that the spirit is acting like 
a man fond of an old jacket, or a woman who keeps a wornout car 
she has named “Nellie” or some such sentimental appelation, that 
such a spirit is obsessed by “pathetic fallacy” to use the poet’s 
description. 

But to continue with the subject at hand, that of continued bodily 
life, I must warn everyone first that this “White Room Discipline” 
MUST NOT be attempted by anyone other than a person of calm, 
controlled demeanor, one who has been reborn spiritually. This 
latter is an absolute must! The discipline could lead to madness 
otherwise. 

Being “reborn spiritually” in case there are some who still do not 
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know, this is ACTUAL awareness of the superconscious mind, 
actual contact with the same in “Oneness”. I have gone into this 
thoroughly elsewhere. 

Put a room or a space in your dwelling aside. Clear everything 
out of the way. There must be either daylight or artificial light. 
Construct with white sheets, as white as possible, a floor, four walls 
and a ceiling. The frame work as well as the light source must be 
outside. Use white thumbtacks to fasten the sheeting to the frame. 
In brief, create a white cubicle which will cause the least distraction 
to the eyes. The size of this room is not important. 

Next, take a small stool or taboret, or the equivalent and paint it 
white. Take a hard boiled egg and paint this black. Use shoe 
polish if that is the handiest, but the egg must be a smooth dull black 
so that it will not have any mark on it to excite the imagination or 
distract. 

Part the sheets, rearrange them closed after you have entered the 
cubicle naked and clad in a large sheet with a hole in the center like 
a poncho. Sit on the stool which you have placed center against 
one of the walls but sufficiently far out so that your back will not 
touch the wall. The egg is placed about a foot center from the 
opposite wall. 

Your job now is to look at that egg and see nothing but that egg. 
You must accomplish total awareness of your body without using 
any artificial means other than concentration upon the egg. You 
must accomplish unawareness of any outside sound, sound of your 
breathing, in brief, NOTHING IN THE WORLD MUST EXIST 
BUT THAT EGG! 

You will only defeat your purpose if you get angry with yourself 
because your ear or your scalp itches, or your bottom gets sore, or 
minute sounds seem to bellow in your ears, or the thousand things 
which happen about you, gone unnoticed before, come thumping 
and banging and grinding along the streets, or in the house, the birds 
trilling, a jet somewhere overhead, sound of music from some TV 
or radio, the thump of a child’s drum and the screams of children 
far off, an insect buzzes loudly, your sight grows blurred, your 
stomach growls, you get thirsty, you remember you haven’t paid the 
electric bill, etcetera ad infinitum. RELAX more and do not try 
so hard. Tell yourself that it doesn’t matter when you will 
accomplish the discipline. RELAX and SEE that egg. Become 
calmer and calmer and calmer. Look. Апа look. Апа look, 
and see ONLY that egg. Now it is becoming blacker, still more 
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black like a hole in the white of the universe and you see into the 


depths of the blackness. СО INTO THAT HOLE! And yet. 


retain individuality. But quiet. No sound. 

Do not be too eager to accomplish the discipline immediately. 
Let all the aberrated thoughts run riot in your mind. Ignore them, 
even such as, “What am I doing a silly thing like this for? That 
guy is crazy and now I’m just as bad!” Don’t fight the doubts. 
Let your mind say anything it wants, and all the time you look at 
that egg. Look deeper and deeper and deeper blankly, waiting, 
knowing you cannot help but accomplish what you have set out to 
do. EGG! EGG! EGG! Silence and quiet, silence and quiet, 
hovering, always ready to swoop, but DON’T. Still! SEE! 
Quiet. WAIT! That point of darkness is as HARD as a 
diamond. Your mind dances upon it. There is a steel line 
shining from your central eye to IT. See it! See it! Ease off 
more and more, just SEE. 

When you first attempt this discipline, you will ask yourself, 
“What am I trying to do?” IGNORE that question. YOU are 
not TRYING to do anything! It is just the opposite. You аге 
learning NOT TO TRY. Of yourself, you can do nothing. You 
are BECOMING WHOLE. Unifying. BECOMING. When 
you BECOME, you will BE, and when you ARE, that unification 
of yourself is infinitely powerful, more than you could possibly 
realize. But be patient. Impatience will destroy all your efforts. 
“I”, also is your enemy. “Of the Father”, remember that. 

When you first attack the discipline, work only for an hour or so, 
increasing the period as is practical. It is unlikely that you will 
accomplish much in less than six months and most probably a longer 
time. I have known it to be accomplished in less but then by old 
time practiced occultists. 

Now the time has come that you stand at the entrance of the tent, 
take three yogi breaths as if you were going to plunge deeply into 
water, you enter, take your seat and begin to drop off the layers of 
worldly awareness until you are deeply immersed in the sacred 
silence, your eyes upon the black egg, your entire being riveted there 
and you KNOW (and you WILL) that you have mastered the 
discipline, THEN, and then only, by command of your unified 
mind LIFT that egg a foot off the floor and hold it there immovable. 
Then lower it gently back to its original place. This is called 
VAYUSTHAMBAM by the Hindu mystics. 

The little Italian who taught me this discipline first showed me 
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the result of its advanced accomplishment. Before my almost 
unbelieving eyes, he bent the tops of trees to the ground and then 
released them. I am as much a “doubting Thomas” as the other 
fellow but I couldn’t argue against that! KNOW THIS, IT DOES 
WORK! 

It will be well to remember when you are in that chamber and 
doubts assail you, the words of Jesus, “IF thou canst believe, ALL 
THINGS ARE POSSIBLE TO HIM THAT BELIEVETH.” 
Mark 9:23. 

LOOK! If you have а key to a locked door and you refuse to 
use the key to open the door, and keep standing there saying, “No 
one can open that door!” aren’t you being a bit stupid? BELIEF, 
an OPEN mind is the KEY. 

When you have accomplished lifting that egg (by your unified will 
alone) you are in the greatest danger you have ever been in during 
your life. 5 

You didn’t really believe you could do it. You HOPED you 
would, but you, deep down, didn’t believe such a thing was possible 
for YOU! It has been done thousands of times all over the world 
but for YOU! Now your mind is in an ambivalent state. The 
hysteria of joy, a sense of fantastic power, you expand into a huge 
being in your mind and yet doubts assail. НАР” you hypnotized 
yourself? Did you REALLY lift that egg? 

Madness is the acceptance of fantasy and unreality as normal. 
Actually it is retreat from reality which the mind refuses to accept. 
Most always this preliminary state of madness cannot be detected 
by the individual so afflicted. When what has seemed to be totally 
impossible is now by personal experience, proven possible, the mind 
goggles, a minor earthquake takes place in the brain. What was 
sound and real becomes quicksand, the solid earth is no longer 
dependable. At this time, above all times, you must remember 
that you are a child of God and therefore completely and FOREVER 
safe! 

You have become adept in clearing the mind. Now use this 
discipline to release all the confliction. Know that there аге so 
many more things WHICH YOU CANNOT YET BELIEVE 
POSSIBLE which ARE possible. 

Omnipotence is a stable and forever Force and you are an integral 
part of that Force. A permanent part. You cannot become lost 
no matter what seeming conflictions come before your mind to be 
adjusted to and accepted. 
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You may find that you have fainted in the booth. Don’t worry 
about that. The mind, as if it were a separate entity, rebels against 
a sudden advance of truth which was against all previous notions. 
You did lift the egg. So what? You'll be able to do far more 
than this simple thing in time to come. 

Go into a dark room and spread your arms wide and pray as you 
have been taught. Cry if you wish, shout, let your emotions pour 
out, then lie down and rest and ease off the jolt of your first triumph 
over the little mean soul-ego and your introduction to a Guru’s 
relationship with God-Force. Your BECOMING. YOU have 
been RAISED from the dead! 

When you have performed vayusthambam you will have done 
what your CONDITIONED (another word for “brainwashed”’) 
mind has told you is impossible, and while you will want to accept 
this fact, THE ABSOLUTE FACT of your new maturity, a great 
part of your emotion, the stirred and muddled depths of your 
confounded mind will be in total hysterical rebellion, denying, using 
sophistry; urging you to ignore, go to sleep, faint, blank out, trying 
to erect a gigantic blockage of NO! in your conscious mind frontal; 
and also old religious superstitions will wrack you with fear. 

Along with this will be the incredibly intoxicating sense of 
success, and a wild desire to break out of all bounds into an 
impossible freedom, the desire to rush back into the White Room, 
lift that egg again and again like a drunkard pouring down drink 
after drink until his mind is totally blown. 

How CAN І say it to you? How can I inform you so that you 
will REALLY pay attention? How to armor you against failure 
now that you have made the first permanent advance? There are 
those of calm demeanor and ingrained common sense with whom I 
will not have to plead. THESE alone are the only ones who will 
profit from having achieved this first discipline, the rest will have a 
parlor trick and an inflated egotism and be a bit mentally disturbed 
for the balance of their lives. 

This is why this knowledge has been “Forbidden” and hidden 
down the centuries, enjoyed only by a select few. So few are able 
to handle the power sensibly once they have obtained it. So few 
will not be destroyed by the mental instability it can cause. “А 
BEGGAR on horseback will ride to the devil!” 

Why then if this knowledge is so dangerous to handle do I offer 
it to the general public? Because fewer and fewer have any 
religious belief whatever today. The few who do give lip service, 
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uncertain in their hearts, they need PROOF that GOD, THE God- 
Force actually exists. The young have taken to drugs because they 
can’t see any future for themselves, are frightened at the prospect of 
an Armageddon, their elders are saying that God is dead, and even 
the advertising on TV, “You go around in life only once so grab all 
the gusto you can!” No wonder they blow their minds to escape 
this false sense of hopelessness! 

The churches have failed through sheer lethargy. The old 
abbadabba, mouthing of pretty words, incense and squabbles about 
the interpretation of one Book or another. They do not try to 
prove that God exists AND IT CAN BE PROVEN. They worship 
Books, not God! 

Now YOU! Rest! This is an absolute order! Do nothing 
for at least thirty days. KEEP OUT OF THAT WHITE ROOM. 
Go about your life as if you were an ordinary human being. Put 
on a waterproof coat and boots and walk in the rain. Со to the 
beach and watch the sun set or rise. If you feel like crying or 
laughing, do so. Don’t fear that you are going mad. You аге 
releasing the tension of unbelievable accomplishment. You may 
hear bursts of celestial music as if great golden doors opened, you 
may sense incredible joy and when you walk alone as if there were 
an umbrella of inifinite love hovering over and about you. This is 
all real and not madness. You are tuned in to the Divine Spirit 
and life, never again, will be the same. You are ONE with the 
Holy Spirit. 

You have advanced your being tremendously. You will be 
tempted to play with what you have gained. DO NOT do 
anything of the sore. You need never fear losing what you have 
gained. The power is yours forever. 

This thirty days of complete rest WITHOUT SPECULATION, 
PLANNING, THINKING is vitally important. Be a moron now 
forawhile. Don’t under any circumstances discuss what you have 
accomplished with ANYONE. То show off could blunt your baby 
powers. 

It is at this time when so many fail. The big fat ego of man and 
his animal appetites are his worst enemies. Do not have any sex 
during these thirty days, neither must you during the periods while 
you are striving to accomplish any of the disciplines, NONE, 
including masturbation. 

To sublimate this body force will speed your accomplishment of 
the discipline. Neither must you eat any of the foods which 
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contain ANY PRESERVATIVES WHATEVER. Мо stimulants, 
no meat, fish or chicken, no eggs or milk. Butter and mayonnaise 
are okay. Chewing raw grains (organically grown) helps. Clear, 
clean water (without fluorides). The minimum of salt and spices. 
Rice, raw and cooked fruits, all the vegetables, sugar are okay. 
Honey sparingly. NO processed foods. South American Matte 
tea, yes, but no other teas. 

ALL foods must be natural and again I emphasize NO PRESER- 
VATIVES such as sodium dioxide, sodium propionate, potassium 
sobate, sodium nitrite and nitrate to name only a few, there are 
hundreds. If foods were packaged under immaculate conditions 
such as are maintained in the manufacture of components of TV 
sets, these preservatives which are only slow poisons would not be 
needed. 

The remaining part of my mother’s wedding cake, which we 
children found in our attic in an old trunk along with her wedding 
dress, it was ten years old at the time, wrapped only in a linen cloth, 
with no preservatives whatever, was delicious, and we children 
sneaked up there from time to time and consumed every last morsel. 
No mold, no bitterness, no worms — perfect! 

De not mistake! І ат not prescribing a diet Юг anyone. You 
must be normally healthy and not under a doctor’s care as the 
disciplines are rigorous and exacting of nervous energy until you 
learn to truly relate and use God’s energy. 

Long sleep, as much as possible after each bout with the mind. 

Now you are ready for the second step and this state which you 
must accomplish is а most misunderstood state - FANATICISM. 

When you feel you are in sound mental health and “balance” has 
once more been regained, take the black egg, wrap it in paper and 
crush it, then flush it down the commode or burn it toash. While 
you are doing this and disposing of it say aloud, “ALL MY EVIL 
GOES WITH YOU”. 

After this is done go back into your white room, kneel in the 
center on a white pillow, spread your arms and intone this 
abnegation: 

“I, (say your name in full), DO HEREBY RELINQUISH MY 
EGO, NOT MY INDIVIDUALITY. I COME, A HUMBLE 
SUPPLIANT, ASKING FOR ADMISSION INTO THE IN- 
ADMISSIBLE BECAUSE I HAVE PENETRATED THE 
VEIL. I ASK THIS RIGHT IN THE NAME OF OMNIPO- 
TENCE BECAUSE OF THIS ACCOMPLISHED ONENESS 
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OF MY SPIRIT WHICH IS NOW MANIFEST ТО ALL WHO 
ARE SUCH ASI. I WISH TO SHARE THE COMPANY OF 
KINDRED SPIRITS IN WHOLE AND UTTER GOODNESS 
SO THAT I MAY USE MYSELF VALUABLY AND UNDER- 
STAND THOSE THINGS OF WHICH I HAVE NOT BEEN 
AWARE OR UNDERSTOOD BEFORE. I ASK THE PRIVI- 
LEGE OF BROTHERHOOD AND ALL ITS RIGHTS AND 
PRIVILEGES. I ASK THE RIGHT OF ADEPTHOOD IN 
THE ULTIMATE.” 

Arise at once, do not wait for an answer. Take the white room 
apart and go about your daily life. 

Now we come to the final step and THIS is the NEW TRUTH. 
You have been reborn of the spirit, related the conscious mind and 
that of the superconscious in ONENESS and you have disciplined 
Self through perfection in the White Room technique, therefore you 
will find it easier to understand the following when you reread it as 
your TOTAL mind will be able to grasp concepts by INTUITION 
rather than by КОТЕ. МО KNOWLEDGE IS VALUABLE ТО 
ANYONE UNTIL IT HAS BECOME INTUITIVE. 

A word about this “state of mind”. The conscious mind takes 
a concept from the superconscious, or from a text book or from a 
Guru, or from some experience, etc. and mulls it over until clarified 
and by using the “idiot method”, turns it into a living thing. A 
LIVING THING, NOT dead but a living thing which the mental 
“fingers” can caress, shape, mold and change creatively. 

Take a scholar whose mind is filled with WORDS. Не can 
spout by the hour and appear tremendously erudite but he is only 
an educated idiot until those words (the meaning of same) become 
INTUITIVE. They are words which belong to others. If he has 
not grasped and digested the ideas he is only a parrot. 

To think and use original thought you must be able to blend and 
intermix INTUITIVE knowledge with facile dexterity. 

YOU, who now approach the second discipline, have to be able 
to do this. You have to understand the technique of FANATIC- 
ISM intuitively or you will never be able to cross the threshold of 
the Second Door. 

But don’t EVER despair. You now have strengthened powers 
and you will use them. Conceive a man swimming in space with 
limitless distances all about him. If you think of Space as the 
Womb of God you will have no fear. Wherever you are, in no 
matter WHAT STATE OF THINGS, you are SAFE once you have 
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mastered the first discipline, and in degree, even BEFORE. At 
NO TIME are you ever UNsafe! 

Let us begin with the IDIOT METHOD. The “idiot method” 
is exactly as it is named. You take a concept, and being alone, 
which is mandatory (you can be surrounded by people and be alone, 
particularly after you have mastered the first discipline, but if you 
practice the following before people, they will haul you off to the 
nearest nut house) (so don’t), you walk back and forth and you 
expound meaningless words like a child repeating again and again, 
trying, WITHOUT STRAINING, TO UNDERSTAND AND, 
being very patient with yourself. You talk aloud, questioning each 
separate stage of the idea, asking idiot, even silly questions of 
yourself. You make yourself PROVE to yourself every fractional 
part of the idea and all of a sudden you will find that you 
UNDERSTAND the words, the sequence, the WHOLE concept 
which at all times will be of the utmost simplicity (if it has any 
value). And you will wonder WHY it was so difficult for you to 
grasp the NAKED idea which is now YOURS. 

Do not bother being amazed when you discover that the deepest 
imponderable is simplicity itself when absorbed intuitively. This 
world is composed totally of CHILDREN who never grow up, 
mature. People pretend that they have, but no one does. That 
is why we have our brutal and childish wars. If humankind were 
mature such would be impossible. The Adept, however, is a 
“grown-up”, matured human. But, alas, he is in the minority. 

Now you must learn to “play” with intuitive knowledge, improve 
it, simplify and for the first time you will find that acquiring 
knowledge is one of the most exquisite pleasures on this earth, that 
you are a foot taller (symbolically) with every new acquisition and 
that your mind has acquired WINGS. 

The state of FANATICISM has long been associated with 
madness and hysteria. This is ап error. YOU MUST BECOME 
A FANATIC. 

The Fanatic can walk on living coals and his feet and person suffer 
nothing. Не тау be crucified and not die. You can pass steel 
through parts of his body and when withdrawn the wounds will not 
bleed if he so wills and there will be no sign that his body has been 
abused. 

It will help the unbelievers enormously if they will get a copy of 
the February 1971 FATE Magazine and read the article by George 
Butler, “Aboard the U.S.S. Lake Champlain THE MAN WHO 
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WALKED THROUGH FIRE,” about Ken Cantrell, now Rev. 
Cantrell, who was brought before a naval board of inquiry to explain 
how he could exist in living flame from high octane gasoline in a 
confined steel room, pick up a red hot wrench and open a steel door, 
carry his horribly burned and dead buddies out onto the deck and 
go back into the flames again and again to bring the consumed 
bodies out and yet not even be singed; not even smell of smoke. 
This happening before the eyes of officers and seamen on the 0.5.5. 
Lake Champlain on August 7th, 1953. THIS will give your 
disbelief а BIG pause. Let the atheist explain this happening as 
“freak” chance! 

The “fanatic” can heal, remove cancers, tuberculosis, any disease 
from his body or others. І have witnessed this many times. Не 
can perform seemingly impossible feats of strength, command 
masses of people, perform “miracles” because of his total union with 
God-Force. Jesus, the Essene, tried to show us the way this was 
possible for EVERYONE and the people. “THEY”, grew 
frightened of Him and crucified Him. “THEY?” (the average 
person who walks the streets TODAY!) 

To become a Fanatic, you must BELIEVE in your belief to the 
denial of all thought to the contrary, using the Concentration of 
unified God-Power in SELF, maintaining at all times the “balance” 
in the corpus striatum. 

Man can walk on water. Jesus told you and demonstrated with 
the fisherman, Peter, “YOU, even аз I.” Man can teleport himself 
or objects. NOTHING is impossible to him who becomes able to 
TOTALLY believe. 

BUT, you must forsake all desire of the senses. You have to 
become totally “pure”, above human weaknesses, above carnal 
desire by fasting, controlling, disciplining and unifying. You must 
sublimate and empower the flesh while denying it the sensual and 
any stimulants. The minimum of food, cleanliness above all, 
utmost concentration in balancing the forces acquired in the 
disciplines which will bring about total CONTROLLED fanaticism. 

ГІ go on about this and say some things in different ways so that 
you will grasp the essence. It is vital that you do. 

You MUST become a fanatic to become ageless! And there 
must be NO EVIL in you if you are to succeed. (Evil is a reversion 
to childhood animalism, therefore if you become mature you 
CANNOT any longer be a “child”!) And as every honest thinker 
knows, a child is only restrained from its animal viciousness by fear 
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of reprisal. They ape their elders to “get along”. | Everyone will 
agree that this is true of all children except one’s own! 

Insanity is LACK of mental balance and control. The mind is 
a very tender organism and if pushed too far will retreat into what 
the psychiatrists call schizophrenia, or retreat from a reality which 
cannot be accepted by the mind. It does not take too much to 
make this happen, therefore we must approach, you neophytes, 
totally new HAPPENINGS with caution, and learn to rest and 
adjust and not plunge ahead thinking that nothing can destroy the 
delicate mind (ours). | How extremely careful you must be about 
this danger cannot be overstressed. ВЕ WARNED! 

You have learned (I hope) NOT TO STRAIN, TRY TOO 
HARD. That “trying in extremus” is death to the mind. 
“Extremum” is what you must attain. “Easy does it!” Ѕігаіпіпр 
defeats every purpose. Throughout life there are endless examples 
of people who rise above others and you were astounded because 
they weren’t “trying”. Their success was effortless though you 
had felt YOU deserved the promotion. They didn’t seem to give 
a hoot whether they got the advancement or not. Do not 
misunderstand. I am not condemning ambition but I am warning 
about TOO GREAT AN EFFORT TO ACCOMPLISH SO 
LITTLE. 

You have learned that in performing Vayusthambam that you 
could not succeed until you relinquished the self-interest of the 
EGO. BUT when you Unified you were able to accomplish – BUT 
not of YOURSELF but by USING God-Force. Of YOURSELF 
you can do nothing! 

In Vayusthambam you learned to lift that egg by LEVERAGE. 
As if there were an actual lever balanced on the top of your head 
and yet WITHIN so that the Superconscious mind gave the weight 
overbalance, that you reached up behind yourself and pulled down 
the lever and the egg on the other end of the lever rose up to the 
height you desired. Апа by the same method, you lowered it. 

With all the world’ of humans before you, the complications of 
minds with which you are confronted daily, you do the same thing. 
At noon, you ask for a cup of coffee and a hamburger or whatever. 
YOU order another mind, and because of the conditioning of that 
mind you GET the whatever. BUT if your mind conditioned 
every mind about you that you should get the promotion and you 
KNEW YOURSELF in that position, I assure you that NO ONE 
ELSE COULD BE CHOSEN. WHY? 
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Because YOU filled every last inch of that job and NO ONE could 
see any other doing THAT JOB. 

You lift yourself into that frame of reference in which you want 
yourself to Бе and as UNIFIED YOU - NOTHING can stand in 
your way. 

You hold the desired position, state of materiality, stage of health 
of yourself or another in Unified You and believe me NOTHING 
ELSE IS POSSIBLE! 

You “file” that in your superconscious. No sweat about 
continuous concentration. Once you have blended the mordant 
with the dye ог the fixative with the plastic – itis SET. And there 
can be nochange. BUT ~ апа this is a personal warning — “What’s 
done cannot be undone”, so be exceedingly careful that you truly 
want what you are after or for the other person about whom you are 
concerned. DO NOT play God! 

One last word on this, always amend your projection with the 
directive, “If this is right for me or for another (whoever), then let 
it be, otherwise I relinquish all desire for it.” 

Now let’s take a “straight line” into the understanding of 
FANATICISM. It is SINGLE-MINDED, CONTROLLED 
mental state of frenzy which the mind can “accept” and hold and 
use as per the directive which you will impinge upon it which will 
take the conscious mind in spite of any rebellion to the very border 
of insanity and hold there rigidly, sane and under control, the 
superconscious petting and consoling it as you would a frightened 
animal. Remember, that during that period of travail, the 
superconscious is trying to unite totally with the mortal mind and 
there will be a period in which you will be confused wondering 
WHO you are. 

All of your life you have been under the impression that You, the 
conscious mind was YOU, but now you know differently. Your 
conscious mind and your body were one and their baby, the Ego 
made the complete “you.” 

But now you are confronted with a stranger seemingly trying to 
shoulder into the little warm family you know as YOU. You 
MUST unite with the superconscious and when you do there is no 
place in the consciousness for the ego to exist. YOU WILL NOT 
lose IDENTITY, YOU WILL GAIN TRUE IDENTITY. 

Whenever confusion seems about to overwhelm, relax immediate- 
ly and go about your normal tasks and pleasures. When you аге 
refreshed and steadied, CALM, and you have gone over this using 
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the “Idiot Method” to understand the seeming confusion, try again 
to ALLOW the superconscious to amalgamate with your conscious 
mind AND your BODY. 

Sit crosslegged after taking several Yogi breaths. Let your head 
droop. Place your hands on your thighs. Relax. It is best to 
be naked as we are more conscious then of the uselessness of the 
paper-ego, and the vulnerability of our mortal mind and body. 
This humiliation is good medicine and helps. 

Pat the back of your head gently from time to time to emphasize 
to your conscious mind and your body that without the supercon- 
scious you are only a dry leaf blown in a hurricane, but joined with 
the superconscious you can COMMAND the hurricane! 

Visualize the joining of the superconscious and the conscious with 
the body in the corpus striatum, then put your arms out like a child 
pretending to fly, close your eyes and WILL this joining. 
Continue this WILLING AS LONG AS YOU CAN COMFORT- 
ABLY. 

Come back to it again and again. EASY does it! You have 
endless time in which to accomplish, and you have been warned over 
and over that to strain will only defeat your purpose and do you 
harm. 

When you have become an Adept you will find it easier to 
understand what this seeming imponderable means than appears to 
you now. 

Fanaticism is the single-minded CONTROLLED mental state of 
frenzy which takes the mind to the BORDER of insanity BUT 
DOES NOT CROSS OVER. То be “fanatical” is to have 
UNREASONING enthusiasm and zeal, the ability to give yourself 
COMPLETELY to your belief, brook NO doubt, be absolute in 
abnegation of ego while being totally unified in Self. 

Every person, without exception, who has achieved tremendous 
success in his endeavour has been a fanatic. No опе who has not 
been a fanatic has ever achieved other than mediocre success. 
While some have used this incredible unified force for evil 
purposes their successes have always destroyed them because of 
this fact. 

Erroneously, fanaticism has been associated with a mentally 
disturbed state of mind because the fanatic is.not a “normal” man, 
he has risen above the limitations of the flesh and what men consider 
“normal”, acceptable in our moronic society. Не is in a sublime 
state of total absorption in his belief which he will not compromise, 
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indeed, which he CANNOT compromise, or SHOULD NOT be 
able to. 

Fanaticism, once understood, possessed and CONTROLLED 
with sound mental stability (a seeming paradox but NOT), the 
“balance” maintained, then he is an IRRESISTIBLE force that 
makes ordinary people the veriest sheep, in comparison. 

A fanatic can mold a world as has been done over and over again. 
He is pure lightning. 

By this time, you may say as they do in Virginia, “It’s a fur way 
to go to git your vegetables!” 

But if you want agelessness and supreme power you have no other 
choice. That is if you want to go “clean” and with no “strings” attach- 
ed to you. YES, there ARE other ways, but none of them FREE. 

Know this! NOTHING THAT IS YOURS truly, that 
SHOULD be yours, can ever be kept from you. But to 
understand why things don’t work out exactly as you plan, you must 
remember that there is Karma; also you may be driving toward a 
destiny you have decided upon a hundred incarntations past and the 
way which puzzles you, that you are going, is the way you SHOULD 
go. Don’t be impatient with yourself or with the way your life 
works out, the delays are sometimes exceedingly necessary. Re- 
member that you have ETERNAL life ahead of you. There is no 
need EVER for hurry, but ALSO, no excuse for stagnation! 

Fanaticism is like the laser beam. It is a tremendously 
concentrated Unified being who cannot do other than achieve his 
singleness of purpose. NOTHING can stand іп the way of his 
accomplishment (under the limitations, of course, of the laws of 
Divine Mind). 

How can one learn to be a fanatic? 

By performing the White Room discipline and then making an 
IRREVOCABLE decision upon ONE thing such as the continuance 
of bodily life, allowing no one nor anything to swerve him from his 
belief and who is able to concentrate his ENTIRE BEING in 
Oneness for the MAINTENANCE OF THAT BELIEF. 

You will be helped as Jesus was. The moment you perform 
Vayusthambam which is not unlike exploding an atom bomb but 
without disastrous consequences, you will inform every but few in 
deep personal concentration (at that moment) Concealed Adept of 
YOU and your location. YES! As far as the remotest star planet 
which you will find is only “next-door”. 

But, as I have told you, your mental and/or physical privacy will 
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not be intruded upon unless you call. All you have to do to make 
that call is stand in darkness and speak your desire while Unified. 

Know this, when the TRUE need arises, the Guru will be there 
to help you find the answer. 

Be at peace. Be patient. Enjoy! 

The Third Door and final stage to attain agelessness. 

Baptism has been performed millions of times and yet but only a 
tiny number of the elect know its significance. 

After the first two disciplines have been performed and the mind 
has regained complete balance you will become aware of lines of 
magnetism extending from the body in all directions. Do not be 
disturbed by this sensing as these are “feeding” mouths. When 
you immerse your naked body in water these lines of force 
automatically draw the plasmasol from the amoebas which abound 
in water by psychokinetic action (process). 

NOW! Lers face an outworn but generally unrealized FACT. 

Humans die under the age of 100 years mostly because they 
become bored and actually wish themselves to die. However, 
there are exceptions. Some achieve all they think they can 
experience from life earlier than others, they feel that their “job is 
done” and relinquish life eager for a different and more challenging 
experience. 

Mass brainwashing, continuous mental conditioning into the 
body’s cells so that they age, becomes corrupt, and finally succumb 
can be overcome. Those lines of force of which I spoke earlier, 
the “hungry mouths” bring in refreshment in the form of constantly 
renewed youth. This “cannibalization of the ectoplasm” constant- 
ly taking place makes so-called normal or “clinical” death impossi- 
ble. 

Perform the disciplines, maintain BALANCE in the corpus 
striatum and PROJECT in ONE. 

Never strike back. Move in love and you will destroy evil as no 
other force can. The Unified Being is ALL and gives the Godhead 
to mere man. 

You think you will choose agelessness. It is not inconceivable 
that you may. Some have. Вит by the time you have reached 
the stage of high development, it is more likely that when the novelty 
of supernormal powers has worn thin because you realize the 
uselessness of them; and the personal danger to yourself, in this 
backward world where you’d be considered a freak, a hypnotist, a 
devil, heaven knows what; cut off from the company of ordinary 
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people; unable to really communicate with them, and some will be 
loved ones, unable to help them up to your development because 
they will think you mad if you dare to try, and you are a normal, 
gregarious human, I believe that you will choose that pattern of life 
and its termination which our Father offers, as I have, without the 
tiniest lingering regret. 

For the Christian unbelievers I refer them to the Gospels and the 
words of Jesus, as for others, whether or not you accept Jesus as the 
incarnation of a part of God on this planet, or as a spiritual leader 
in any sense; if you will read the history of His life, you will not be 
able to deny that He was the best in the sense of sheer goodness, 
decency and love for his fellow man who ever walked the earth. 
Surely He wouldn’t LIE! 

Here are His words as recorded by three different historians: 

“But I tell you of a truth, that there be some standing here, which 

shall not taste of death till they see the kingdom of God.” — Luke 

9:27, 

“Verily I say unto you, That there shall be some of them that 
stand here which shall not taste of death, till they have seen the 
kingdom of God come with power.” — Mark 9:11. 

“Verily I say unto you, There be some standing here, which 
shall not taste death, till they see the Son of Man coming in his 
kingdom.” — Matthew 16:28. 

As this is recorded three times by three different men, we may 
assume that it is historically correct. 

As for the bigots, Divine Mind designed this Earth Mansion and 
He limited it. Не gave us the powers of reason, curiosity, creative 
ability, knowledge in the open book of nature, hunger for truth, free 
will. ANYTHING good (constructive) we are able to do and can 
do because it is encompassed within His LAWS and is therefore 
permissible. 

A final word, I will not answer any communications from anyone, 
nor welcome the curious personally. 1 will communicate only with 
the Adept after he has parted the veil. І have told you all that is 
healthy and good for you to know at this time and your present stage 
of development and to keep fools from destroying themselves. І 
will tell you nothing more now. God isa FACT! Ніѕ infinite 
power is а FACT! It is YOUR power to use as you will when 
UNIFIED. 

“THE GREATEST HAPPINESS IS TO BE AT PEACE WITH 
YOURSELF”. D.C.B. 
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THAT does not mean contented like cattle but AWARE of God 
and happy because you know you are SAFE forever IN God, 
complete, fulfilled, moving forward. You do not need to perform 
wonders to be happy. One grows by USING God’s Force of 
Beauty in love, kindness, sympathy, creation, tolerance, patience, 
etc. 

Almost all people basically are hysterically frightened, not only of 
death, more so of LIFE because they cannot understand WHY they 
are alive and living. Most resent the regimentation of their lives 
and at the same time cherish it because it holds them in an ersatz 
womb. There may be six people on the face of the earth who 
would admit this. The average human goes from birth to death in 
а stupor, a coma, hoping he can slide out of awareness the easy way, 
perhaps without pain. People CLING to ignorance because they 
fear the truth about life and death, feeling that they could not handle 
that which they don’t want to accept and could never accept. The 
childish little story of heaven and hell, the Easter bunny, rivers of 
milk and honey, and practicing flying, after standing pot-bellied 
naked at the last roundup and being one of the select few to get an 
apartment somewhere “up there” with no rent charged except 
looking holy and not at another angel’s bottom, is sufficient to satisfy 
these Righteous. 

Every one of us has to face the fact that God IS but not like a 
terrifying old man in need of a haircut and curls of coarse hair on 
his chest. If I were going to blind myself to FACTS, I would 
prefer the image of a beautiful woman with open arms and a come- 
hither look in the eye. That would pack the churches. At least 
Га be there! 

I shiver with pity for ninety-nine per cent of humankind because 
of their lost loneliness especially when there is no need, for their 
bewilderment, how they turn away from the sun of the light of truth 
in their eyes and the whisper of truth in their heads – INESCAP- 
ABLE TRUTH! 

I shouldn’t tell you this but as you perform the disciplines you 
will become aware of your fellow man in a light you will not want 
to accept and it will break your heart with pity. І felt you should 
get a preliminary taste of what is ahead of you in the few words 
above which I have said with reluctance and not with a sneer. 

Yet, in contrast, І shout for joy of the enlightened mind, the 
grandeur of the disciplined mind, the freedom from fear, the total 
expansion of the glory of the Beauty which awaits the unfogged mind 
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and the relationship with other beings OF YOUR KIND that is so 
fantastically delicious that it is impossible to describe. Іх has to be 
experienced. 

I release your hand now and leave your future strictly up to you. 
There are those who will be watching and waiting. You will never 
be alone. 

I apologize for the long hours of agony of the striving ahead to 
which I have led you but then they are so thoroughly compensated 
for in the endless hours of secret satisfaction and GLORY! І feel 
no regret that you are about to leave the kindergarten and “grow 
up”! 

As the Spanish say, “Go with God!” 

Selah. 


Your Personal Demonstration of the Power of 
God-Force 


NOW! Prove for yourself that YOU can project the God-Power 
— but remember, please, it is not YOU who does this but the God- 
Force THROUGH YOU. 

Take a cardboard cylinder about five inches long, the core of a 
roll of toilet paper will do. About a half-inch from the top, using 
a razor blade, cut two slots about an inch wide, directly across from 
each other. Take a piece of metal from one half to five-eighths or 
even three-quarters of an inch wide, long enough to cross through 
these slots and project from each side a quarter of an inch. The 
metal should be thin, slightly flexible but not so thin that it will 
bend as easily, say, as foil. 

Take a blunt point and make a dimple impression in the exact 
center. Do not pierce the metal. 

Next, take a small block of wood, say three inches by three inches, 
about an inch thick, thereabouts. Drill a small hole in the center 
and press in a metal knitting needle. 

Place the cylinder down over this so that the point of the knitting 
need rests in the indentation and can rotate freely. 

Place over this whole thing a gallon glass jar such as mayonnaise 
or fruit comes in to restaurants so that no vagrant breeze will cause 
any motion. 

Now stand about four feet away in “ONENESS” and direct that 
the cylinder rotate. DON’T strain! It is not YOU who will 
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make that cylinder move but your personal projection of the God- 
Power from your superconscious united with your conscious mind, 
balancing the union of these two in the striatum of your brain. 

Concentrate upon that cylinder turning, and it WILL. 

This should amply demonstrate to you in a small way what the 
“White Room Discipline” can do on a vastly greater scale and that 
God and you CAN ВЕ ONE. Апа that you can use the God-Power 
to perform so-called “miracles”. 

Brother Don 
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the very moment you read “MYSTIC MIND POW- 
ER” by Carl Nagel your life can change. Within the pages of this 
secret that can usher into your life a golden stream of 
oy and fulfilment. Impossible? Mr Nagel once thought 
it was impossible ~ a shy young man from N.S.W., Australia, he 
had become thoroughly disillusioned with the promises of occult 
books he had read:~*They all claimed ‘miraculous’ results, but 
instead my life got worse”, he writes. Convinced that there must 
be a mystical solution to his problems he embarked on an intensive 
study of occult and spiritual ‘subjects. He experimented with 
different rituals and studied ancient texts in а determined search 
for an answer. “I found the secret, and with it, а completely new 
life. My book is a summation of my experiences. I do not give you 
case histories of faceless people and how they have been helped. 
This is my story, with techniques and methods 1 have tested and 
proved for myself. I assure you they WORK - AND WORK 
NINE TIMES OUT OF TEN”. 

‘Mr Nagel’s techniques are simple and require little time to 
form. OILS, CANDLES AND INCENSES АВЕ NOT 
QUIRED. The techniques activate the higher psychic centres 

of the mind. These psychic centres have a magnetic-like quality 
which radiate outward into the electron atmosphere to work on the 
minds of others. With these techniques you can actually influence 
other people — without saying а word to them – to DO WHAT 
YOU WANT. “You can literally influence another person to 
desire you or want your friendship. You can also influence a bully 
to leave you alone. So long as your intentions are free of malice 
there is absolutely nothing you cannot influence another person to 
do", says Мг Nagel. “If you have a romantic interest in someone 
who hardly knows you exist my Astral Seduction Spell will make 
them hungry for you almost overnight!”. 

Mystic Mind Power (MMP) can help you shape your body the 
way you want it to be. “I lost 42 pounds of fat in three months — 
have kept it ой”, reports Mr Nagel. You don't need 
wallpower — only а sincere wish to improve or re-shape your body: 
MMP will do the rest. It can be used to add weight as well as lose 
и. Ladies, conscious of their bust size, can use it to effect the vital 
difference they seck. 

"Аһмет you want you can have — a more satisfying life . a 
wide circle of friends . . . increased self-confidence . . . luck in 
bingo and lotteries . . . inner spiritual strength . . . heal yourself 
of di create the future of your choice”, writes Mr Nagel 
"Тз is not fantasy. MMP is awaiting within you right now to be 
released. It works by the natural laws of Nature and the results you 
seek follow as day follows night 

“LL MMP is so good then why isn’t everyone using it?", you may 
ask. The author replies: "This is a good question which can be 
swered in two ways. Firstly, most people just don’t know that 
this power is lying dormant within them. Secondly, a great many 
people wrongly fear the psychic world — believing it to be the work 
of the Devil. Nothing could be further from the Truth! MMP is 
perfectly safe and no harm can befall you by using it in the manner 
described in the book. In fact, you will be utilising the cosmic laws 
of the universe ~ designed to rid your life forever of all negative 
aspects and influences” 

Wut is this just another book about using the occult to make 
му and seduce the opposite sex? The answer is an emphatic 

и WILL help you to achieve your material goals, but will 


ж PERFECT HEALTH ж АМ ADORING МАТЕ х ASLIM FIGURE’ ж 
MONEY РОЯ EVERY NEED ж GIFTS AND LUXURIES ж MYSTIC WISDOM ж 
PSYCHIC POWERS .. . these things and more await you with – 


MYSTIC MIND POWER 


also SHOW YOU THE DEEPER THINGS IN LIFE. Whar 
separates this book from others is its “COMPLETENESS” - it 
answers the readers spiritual as well as material aspirations. And it 


as : 
ЗНО То HOW TO EXPERIENCE LIFE'S 
MYSTERIES FIRST HAND 

It doesn't just “tell you about” astral travelling into the past and 
future - IT SHOWS YOU HOW YOU CAN DO IT. It shows 
how you can prove that there is а life after death, and how you can 
prove for yourself the theory of reincarnation. It also shows you how 
To inerpret your оши dreams, understand omens, and predict future 
events for yourself and others with uncanny accuracy. 

Мг Nagel has tried all the MMP techniques for himself. He 
writes from genuine personal experience — he KNOWS what happens 
and not what is “su to happen” іл psychic matters. HIS 
INSTRUCTIONS ARE PROVEN AND TESTED, AND THEY 
WILL WORK FOR YOU. They are not complex, and they are 
absolutely safe. Your luck for a new life of happiness and fulfilment 
has already begun by your reading here about this book — 
BECAUSE THE AUTHOR'S METHODS ARE BASED ON 
EXPERIENCES HE HAS LEARNT THE HARD WAY. 
THANKS TO HIM, YOU CAN SUCCEED QUICKLY - THE 
EASY WAY! 

“MYSTIC MIND POWER” is more than a “book” — it is a 
measure chest leading to the control of personal destiny and 
unlimited material and spiritual riches. Here is а brief outline of its 
contents: 

* THE SECRET OF MYSTIC INITIATION 

* AN A-Z OF DREAMS: 125 INSTANT 
INTERPRETATIONS 
MYSTIC MIND COMMANDS THAT OTHERS MUST 
OBEY 2 


* 
* MYSTIC SECRETS OF AURIC-VISION 
* MYSTIC SECRET OF TELEPATHY AND PROPHECY 
* MYSTIC SECRET OF CONTROLLED ASTRAL 
PROJECTION 
* MYSTIC SECRET OF TOTAL PROTECTION FOR ONE'S 
PERSON AND POSSESSIONS. 
THE AMAZING TRUTH ABOUT UFO's 
MYSTIC SECRET OF ASTRAL PROJECTION TO 
OTHER PLANETS 
* THE EXTRA-TERRESTRIALS THAT WISH TO 
CT YOU 


* HELP YOU 
ЕТ THEM 

ж 250 MYSTIC SYMBOLS AND OMENS 
INTERPRETATED 

* THE SECRET OF READING OTHER PEOPLE'S 
THOUGHTS 

* MYSTIC MATERIALISATION OF YOUR DESIRES 

* MYSTIC SECRET OF TOTAL DEFENCE AGAINST 


PSYCHIC ATTACK 

“MYSTIC MIND POWER" contains 120 pages, with 
illustrations. It is in soft covers, on high quality paper and binding 
Its superior binding is guaranteed by the publisheri 10 last three 
times as long as an ordinary hardbook book, The price іу only 
£12.75. Destiny now taps you on the shoulder = "yo forth and 
conquer”. 


То receive the above book please send £12.75 ($22.50) to: Finbarr (RR), 16 Turketel Rd, Folkestone, Kent СТ20 2PA, England 


